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PREFACE. 



As the respect which is due to those educated and intelligent 
classes of the community, which constitute that great body of 
readers denominated in editorial parlance ^Uhe public^** seems to 
require, that every book, however inconsiderable, should be 
accompanied with some prefatory matter; I feel unwilling on 
the present occasion, to infringe a rule prescribed unquestionably 
for very salutary and beneficial purposes ; and think it a fit oppor- 
tunity of supplying any deficiency of this kind, that may have 
hitherto attended my attempts at poetical composition. 

In complying with this obligation, however, which resolves 
itself into an apology for my motives and views in putting forth 
these metrical labors ; whatever may be thought of my perfor- 
mance, I am free to confess, that I have not sought for surreptitious 
favor by undue-prostrations at the shrine of public eriticism ; and 
that, not being urgent about exterior aid to bring it into immediate 
notice, I can entertain but slender hopes of deriving any advantage 
or gratification to myself from its production, beyond the museful 
pleasures of the imagination, and the secret satisfactions which 
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miist ever arise from a consciousness of rectitude of purpose, and 
of fair and liberal intention. Whether^ if any, sufficient intrinsic 
merit or utility may he found in these pages to justify their publi- 
cation, is a question which, nevertheless, 1 have ventured to submit 
to a decision, prompt and peremptory, and from which there is no 
appeal. Divested of all private and extraneous considerations, 
the design of the work coincides, I apprehend, with that of the 
generali^ of aspirants in verse ; which may fairly be presumed to 
be in accordance with the legitimate aim of Poetiy — that of 
efiecting generous and virtaoos impressions ; by presenting to the 
susceptible and ingenaaus heart, the best impulses and sympathies 
of our nature, in the most chaste and inviting forms. 

In pnhliAing this Book of miscdlaneons Poems therefore, the 
Author has only fioother to intimate, as the foundation of his hopes 
of approval, that lie has endeaioorod to fortify his focts, fictions, 
and fedii^ with the fince of Truth ; and that it is his continued 
object and aml»tioii, inDooently to afi^rd pleaang Ideas, as well as 
«ooe|4aUy to reoommend just Piiiicijdes. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



The major part of the Poems in this volume have already 
made their appearance; but as the Author wished to print the 
whole of them together^ he has thought it best to publish them 
under the present form and title : at the same time he wishes 
distinctly to state ^ that the Book thus modified contains all his 
pieces hitherto published^ revised and partially enlarged^ together 
with several sheets of new matter* 
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THE BELLS. 



I. 

O HAPPY day ! 

The merry Church-Bells, in a blithsome peal, 
Give tidings new of joy : O welcome lay 

To the responsive heart ! The knot is tied : 
Elate, and gay. 

And blessed are now the bridegroom and the bride. 
No longer do they chide time's slow delay^ 

But sweet delicious fervors o'er them steal, 
Which seem to ope through life a bright, auspicious way. 



THE BELLS. 



II. 

Delightful state ! 

To be UDited to the soul we love, — 
To join the hand and heart, and thence to date 

A new existence, which, in truth sincere, 
We contemplate 

With praise and gratitude, and hold most dear: 
Well may anticipation joys create, 

Well may they prize the blessing which they prove. 
And now, exulting, laud the high decrees of fate. 



III. 

O pious zest ! 

Who would allay its warmth, and overspread. 
While all is harmony within the breast, 

Its early life with unavailing gloom ! 
Long may it rest. 

Long may its generous flame their hearts illume, 
Long may it be upheld, and still caressed : 

So may their hopes with holy joy be fed, 
And thanks to Heaven that gave spontaneously addressed. 



THE BELLS. 



IV. 

The balmy air 

Wafts o'er the jocuod plain the thrilliDg souod, 
And strange emotions seize the wedded pair, 

Their joy complete — their inmost viish fulfilled. 
Ah ! happy fair ! 

Ah ! happy youth ! whom Providence hath willed 
To taste of heart-content, on Earth so rare. 

While pleasures seem to wheel their sportive rounds 
And mock the fretful toils that bind the brow of care. 



y. 

'Tis fearful too, 

For these sweet notes ar« with some pain commixed : 
Yes ! they, perchance, some troubles sore may rue, 

In sickness and in health their fate is one. — 
Some debt is due 

To those who for our sakes so much have done, 
And trials with mishaps may soon accrue ; 

For where affection's sympathies are fixed. 
The wild turmoils of life with cares our path will strew. 



A THF. BFXUS. 

VI. 

The nuptial bed, 

Though made of softest down, is not secure 
From connnon ills that o'er our state are shed, 

For bitter dregs oft mark the cup of life : 
Aad oft instead 

Of fairy bliss, we meet with wretched strife, 
Or to contempt, reproach, and woe are ted ; 

And Bome must graceless perfidy endure, 
And some to base ingratitude and vice are wed. 

VII. 

Thrice happy tbtir 

Combined allotment, whom their God defends 
From grievous harms, which some are made to beat','' 

And crowns with health, and sweet affection's charm ! — 
■'Tis only where 

True love subdues the heart with feelings warm, 
And trust in Him expands in heartfelt prayer. 

We can receive the gifts bis grace extends, 
Or can escape the curse which vicious mortals dart. 
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VII!. 

Metbinka I hear 

A solemn voice amidst the silver sound — 
A voice that dwells not lon^ upon the ear. 

But pierces swift tlie fastness of the heart. 
" Bear and Forbear" — 

This is the lesson which it seeks t' impart, 
For none may hope to find perfection here ; 

But if our T0W8 in Truth's bright rays be found, 
Our partner we must cherish, honour, and hold dear. 

IX. 

Truth is a guide 

Will lead our steps through lifers tumultuous scene 
lu safety and in peace, if we confidQ 

With trust implicit in her righteous laws ; 
And when 'tis tried, 

Must from a faithful love receive applause. 
And in the soul's recesses will abide : 

So should fair truth at th' Altar sworn, be seen 
With grace t' adorn the man, and beautify the bride. 
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X. 

Hail ! sacred rite 

Of holy Marriage, for thou dost awake 
The soul to that fidelity we plight. 

And point to sympathies by Heaven impressed : 
Thou dost invite, 

With unseen power that cannot be repressed, 
To trust in God, and do the thing that's right. 

Hence, taught by thee, we ways of sin forsake. 
Since virtue seems in loveliness and beauty dight. 



XI. 

Many there are 

Who from these pure delights far distant rove. 
The father's hope and mother's joy ne'er share. 

And from their happiness will ever fly ; — 
Who never dare. 

Restrained by sad and rigid destiny. 
The passion which they cherish to declare ; — 

Who never knew the sweets of virtuous love, 
'Til age o'ershades their path with bleak and blank ^spair. 
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XII. 

Let those who prove 

Affectioii's softest smiles, with fear rejoice, 
And prize it as a boon from Heaven above— 

A foretaste of that bliss which angels know ; 
Though interwove 

With cares that with our choicest fruits will grow : 
Tliey walk within a consecrated grove, 

They own the favored being of their choice. 
They have escaped the pangs of drear and hopeless love. 

f 
XIII. 

And yet I feel. 

Amidst the pleasing round of these mild Bells, 
An awful sadness o^er my spirits steal, 

That speaks of our forefathers now at rest. 
The joyous peal 

Once raised a votive pleasure in their breast ; 
For they in gone-by days were wont to seal 

Their love as now, though long since tolled their knells, 
An^in the self-same church were early taught to kneel. 

c 
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XIV. 

With ours compared, 

Their views had difference small, though the fair light, 
Which with our brightest pleasures they have shared, 

With all its vital heat, is closed on them : 
Like us they fared — 

Our holy ritual was to them a gem. 
No cost to gratify their love they spared, 

In comely, decent vestments they were dight, 
And kindly relatives the genial feast prepared. 



XV. 

And so, as clear 

These bells will ring, and with as great a charm 
As that which now salutes the gladsome ear, 

When future youths the benediction claim: — 
Though closed our bier. 

The greetings of their friends will be the same ; 
As now the bridal morn will banish fear. 

Their hearts will then be light, their hopes then warm, 
And all will then conspire their ardent souls to cheeff. 
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XVI. 

'Tis Nature's law. — 

Were torpid grief and au appalling dread 
Our daily guests, 'twould make in hope a flaw. 

And industry destroy, by which we live ; 
We ne'er could draw 

From kind endearments all the joys they give ; 
Not love itself our frozen hearts could thaw : 

The living hold no commerce with the dead. 
But yet, 'tis right to think of death with pious awe. 



XVII. 

And this should lead 

Our steps to Him in whom we have our breath, 
Whose presence helps in every time of need. 

Who guards our infancy, and guides our youth ; 
Whose careful heed 

a 

Brings manhood's vigour, and old age can sooth :• 
His is the balm that heals the hearts that bleed. 
His mercy can remove the sting from death : 
Hence resignation's due to all he has decreed. 
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XVUI. 

Ah ! happy they 

Who find th* abode of righteousness and peace,- 
Who from the pa^ths of virtue never stray. 

Who yield obedience to God^s just conamands, 
Who earnest pray, 

And hope for blessings at his gracious bands ; 
They meet in this short span a constant stay, 

And, vrhen the troubles of this life shall cease, 
They will receive that bliss which passeth not away. 



XIX. 

Behold yon spire ! 

An object fair of beauty and content — 
An altar touched with coals of living fire. — 

The doctrines of our Holy Church are pure, 
Her priests entire ; 

Her offices our reverence must ensure, 
Her decent rites our gratitude inspire ; 

T' amend the life's her every intent. 
To lead through life to Heaven her constant, sole desire. 
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XX. 

By Heaven 'tis willed 

That man should know his mandates — learu his ways. 
And in this sacred fane that will's fulfilled ; 

For here his holy precepts we are taught, 
Truth is instilled, 

And none e'er empty came away who sought : 
With hearts devout, I trust, our Church is filled. 

Ah ! who would such a goodly structure raze, 
And on its sainted scite a pointless Babel build ! 



XXI. 

In vain we strive 

To reconcile religion with such deeds, 
As ^Mabourers of their hire" would thus deprive, 

And lead to sad disorder and dismay : 
For we derive 

From their united aid our surest stay ; — 
Nor Law, nor Justice could their harm survive ; 

And those who seek confusion in our creeds, 
At marring sore the public weal, I weet, connire. 
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XXII. 

Alas ! bow Tain 

Is artful toil, and philosophic lore : — 
It takes not from the heart its inward pain. 

Nor does it 'suage the secret ills of life ; 
But brings a train 

Of passions keen, the harbingers of strife. 
Feeds ardent wishes which we ne'er obtain. 

Lays up of ruined schemes a plenteous store, 
And oft infuses into social peace its bane. 



XXIII. 

May youth receive 

At their instructors^ hands more genuine good. 
Which in each heart a moral force will leave ; — 

Lessons of piety, and sound belief: 
May they achieye 

A work of wholesome practice, and relief — 
Obedience, temperance, in manhood's eve, 

Fair truth, integrity, a holy mood 
To bound with virtuous joy, with virtuous sorrow grieve. 
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XXIV. 

Each science (aught, 

With principles of righteousness if mixed. 
Would with a social recompense be fraught, 

And cheerful industry enrich the laud ; 
For there is nought 

IIlusiYe or severe in Heaven's command : 
By it to prize our neighbour's good we're wrought, 

And, when to act aright our hearts are fixed, 
We find a peace of mind surpassing our vague thought. 



XXV. 

Let us explore 

These ways of pious love, and heavenly peace ; 
And let us turn our wandering eyes, once more, 

To that majestic structure, whence resounds, 
With wonted power, 

Those sweetly sinking, softening, silver sounds : — 
There charity to all opes wide the door. 

There shall we find benevolence increase, 
There shall we gain the meed more rich than splendid ore. 
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XXVI. 

I would commend 

Those principles in which the ^^ood cosfide ; 
And r would fitly Talue, and defend. 

Establishments and ri«^hts, bj ages reared ; 
On i%bich depend 

Our country^s liberties, so long endeared 
To honest British hearts, who would extend 

The\|' heatfkful influence on erery side. 
And thus the human race with equal laws befriend. 



«• 



XXVII. 

But little known 

Is gloomy *" treason, stratagem, and spoil,^ 
That slalts in lands less favored than our own. 

For *' Church and State** is not of crime the tool : 
We do not groan 

Beneath the tyrants* lash, or despots' rule ; 
Nor are our nerves assaulted with the moan 

Of hap!e!is victims of the bigot*s toil ; 
Nor from our hearths, as yet, have" Peace and Plenty*' flown. 
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XXVIII. 

Some want, indeed. 

Is by the hale and useful serf endured ; 
And fain Pd see him from this evil freed, «. 

For, truly, he should be well housed and fed : * 
But those who bleed 

^'In silence and alone/' in mortal dread, 
More claim our pity, to supply their need ; 

For these in misery are oft immured^ ^' 
Their wretched state to rue, without or hope or heed. 



XXIX. 

But partial ills. 

Though sore they be, and saddening to the soul, 
Are evils, yet, which Nature^s law fulfils, 

And everywhere the lot of changeful life : 
High Heaven wills 

That man's condition, here, should still be rife 
In trouble and dismay ; for this instils 

Dependence upon Him who can controul 
Vicissitudes and woe, the sorrowing heart that chills. 






D 
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XXX. 

Commerce and trade 

Have flourished in the land to an excess : 
Hence people haTe increased of every grade^ 

For hireling-rates were raised to strange abuse 
But, noWy the aid 

Of overflowing numbers has no use ; — 
Prosperity has population made 

Exuberant, and such demand the less ; 
But this to no misrule can now be justly laid. 



XXXI. 

Yet, many a soil, 

Luxuriant as the plains that gave us birth, 
And free from indigence and fretful coil. 

Nature has spread amongst her ample store ; 
Where hardy toil 

No lack of sustenance would e^er deplore, 
Where health redundant animates the chyle. 

Where industry and skill have gladsome worth. 
And plenty outpours wealth with an indulgent smile. 
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XXXII. 

Aud may we not 

Possess those fruitful lands, ^' with verdure clad ;^* — 
There dwell with joy upon some chosen spot 

Which lavish Nature offers to our view ? 
We may, I wot : 

It being so, let Hope our hearts, renew. — 
Fain would I urge the merit of this plot, 

For it will make the peasant's soul right glad, 
And with a full content enrich his cheerful cot. 



XXXIII. 

Though this be true. 

Yet some there are who reckon on expense. 
Reckless of mischiefs that may still accrue, 

And rest on plans that most pertain to self. — 
But we may rue. 

In accents strong, this close appeal to pelf, 
As put of this disasters ever grew ; 

For God*s wise laws require, as well as sense. 
That, As we would from them to others we should do. 
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XXXIV. 

United, then. 

Be every hand and heart in works of love. — 
This admonition issueth from the pen 

Of no deceiver, but the friend of man : 
And, surely, when 

Philanthropy and zeal are in the van, 
The good may scorn the shafts of envious man ; 

And, trusting to that Power who reigns above, 
Each youth may hail, unscathed^ our own blythe Bells agaio 
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ASPIRATIONS. 



Beauteous damsel, hear my prayer. 
Rightly view my tender care ; 

Onward let me press, 
Where thy kind, and circling arms, 
Native modesty, and charms. 

Every land can bless. 



2J ASPIRATIONS. 



Bear roe to that blissful shore. 
Richer than the honied store 

Of the hovering bee ; 
Warm as the hearts of lorers true 
Nurtured 'neath the pearly dew 

Ever sipped by thee. 



But, denied the promised boon, 
Roses here will fade ere noon, 

Only to bloom with thee ; 
Withering in my clay-clad cell, 
Never think where then I dwell. 

End your care of me. 
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EPITAPH. 



'* Death but entombs the Body, life the Soul." 



When this frail, fleeting breath is gone, 
The spirit^s fastness dies ; — 

The body to the tomb is borne, 
In durance where it lies : 



But then it is the raptured soul 

Will ever happy be ; — 
Released from matter's base x^ontroui. 

In bliss it ranges free. 



Troubles are here as trials sent, 

To prove the hearts of men ; 
The Soul is now in prison pent, 

Mere clay is prisoned th£n. 

E 
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TO MISS 



Elevated is thy mind. 

Love can there no treachery find ; 

In peace or pain, 

Zealous to gain 

Assurances of right : 
Beneficent I know thou art, 
Enjoying harmony of heart: 

Thy pure delight 

Hath visions bright. 
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TO A LADY 



ON HER BIRTH-DAY. 



Lady fair, accept my lay, 

On this all-inspiring day : 

Though greetings sweet its hours may crown, 

Wishes more warm than mine ther 'e none. 



Yes ! my fond hopes on thee I fix. 
In maiden pride of twenty-six — 
As lovely as the summer-dawn, 
As vivid as an April morn. 
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Yet I would not charge my song 
With beauties that to fame belong. 
Nor my weak numbers strive to raise 
By giving thee fair virtue's praise. 



But lead thee, rather, to that Power 
Who watched and sped thy natal hour ; — 
Who gave the mother's fond caress ; 
Who blessed thy days, and still will bless ; 



Who clothed and fed thy infant frame ; 
Who taught thy heart to know his name ; 
Who guarded thee from every ill, 
Which, in thy youth, beset thee still ; 



Who made thee shun the path of vice. 
When guile thy footsteps would entice ; 

Shewed thee of sin the turpitude 

Th' abhorrence of the just and good. 
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So that, ^hen death shall close thy day, 
Thou mayest in rapturous vision say — 
Conscious of holiness the worth — 
Blessed was the day that gave me birth. 



30 



TO AN ITINERANT LECTURER. 



MidtiM, the heathen, such his tact, 

*Tis said, in days of old, 
All that he touched he quickly sacked, 

And turned to glittering gold ; 



Hut thou art keener still in pelf, 
Wielding thy cynic lash. 

Thou gain*st by discontent itself. 
And coin'st from clamours cash. 
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SPRING. 



Yes ! sweet is the dew-spangled mead, 
And sweet is the incense of May, 

And sweet is the tabor and reed, 

When shepherds repeat heir fond lay ; 



Yet His not the influence of spring, — 
'Tis not the bud on the tree, 

'Tis not the bird on the wing, 

That brings its soft welcome to me. 



'Tis not the meadows so gay, 
^Tis not the violets' retreat, 

'Tis not the lambkins at play 
That now I delightedly greet. 
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^Tis not the freshness of morn, 
^Tis not the mildness of eve, 

^Tis not the wood, or the lawn. 
That to my lorn fancy now cleave. 



But, Memory, thy musings can raise 

A charm that devoutly I prize. 
Though fled from me Hope*s cheering rays. 

And the vision of Love in me dies. 
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MIDNIGHT. 



Dark 

Spread (he forest-trees : 
Hark ! 

Hushed is the midnight breeze- 
Aerial sounds, niethinks, I hear :— 
Heavenly music charms my ear. 



Whence 

These delightful airs ? 
Hence 

Vanish all my cares : — 
Seraphic minstrel ! blessed strain ! 
Let me hear thee yet again. 
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Soft, 

Softer dost thou sing ; 
Oft 

Sighs the trembling string : 
Extacy, supreme delight 
Hails thy beatific flight. 



Ah! 

Angel, stay with me. 
Far 

Would I wing with thee : — 
No ! thou speed'st with bliss away. 
Beaming in a deathless ray. 



Sweet 

Spirit ! thou hast come. 
Meet 

Friend, to guide me home ; 
Sacredly thy vigils keeping, 
Listless as thy charge is sleeping. 
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CANUTE THE GREAT. 



Id Saxon times, Canute the Great, 
Possessed of more than regal state, 

Had foes subdued 

For public good ; 
Yet praise renounced, in monitory strain. 
And to the sea thus spake, 'midst his admiring train. 



I am thy sovereign, Sea, o'er laud 
And thee extends my wide command : 

Regard thy king, 

Nor dare to fling 
Upon this beach thy brine ; for 'tis not meet, 
A vassal, thou shouldst rudely lash thy liege's feet. 
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The wanton wave, resistless, bare 
Its curling flood around his chair. 

The courtiers heard 

The kingly word, 
And now, reproved by the advancing tide. 
Learnt that, With subject man suits not the monarches pride. 



37 



ELEGY ON JOHN HARVEY. 



A POOR SAILOR, WELL KNOWN IN IPSWICH, WHO WAS STRUCK 
BY LIGHTNING IN THE YEAR 1790, AND DIED 

MAY 9th, 1830. 



Rest, Gentle Shade, thy lowly head 
Is peaceful laid amongst the dead : 
The lightning^s glare, and thunder's blast, 
LieaTe thee uninjured now, at last. 



How different was thy youth's career 
From the still scene around thee here ; 
For thou wast foremost of the brave, 
Though now asleep, and in this grave. 
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Yes ! thy fierce frenzy was not slow 
To greet a friend, or face a foe : 
Thy generous breast has now no heat, 
And thy warm heart has ceased to beat. 



Early thou drank'st affliction*s cup, 

But thy light spirit bore thee up ; 

Disabled, and a sufferer drear. 

Thou still couldst chaunt the seaman*s '^ Cheer/' 



Yet, though shut out from worldly store, 
HeaTen, in withholding, gave thee more ; 
Thou knew^st no strifes to pride which cling, 
Nor the wan cares that riches bring. 



Serenely calm, thou spedst thy way. 
Illumed by Faith's celestial ray ; 
Wast grateful for the slightest boon. 
And full content at night and noon. 
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Rest, Gentle Shade, fair Virtue's tear 
Embalms thee in thy badgeless bier ; 
And Friendship's breath — a sweet perfume. 
Wafts incense on thy tufted tomb. 
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ON THE DEATH OF GEORGE THE FOURTH. 



**The boast of hemhlry, the pomp of power. 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e*er gave. 

Await alike tb* inevitable hoar ; 
The paths of j^lory lead but to the grsYe.** 

Gray. 



lUuMrious Prince ! uiv humble straiD 
C\\n ill tlepiet great Cieorge^s reisjD : 
TUo Muse is »iitltlened when she sid^, 
i'he pomp rtiul priile of sploudul Kid^. 



Vet iuluhuiou lu^rkeil ih\ f^ie, 
For thou WAsi tU^uified nad ^re«v 
Uretti iu ple<i«ure« steal in jwiwer. 
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Soon as the summer gave thee birth, 
Young beauty welcomed thee to Earth ; 
All Nature to thy wish was given. 
Thou seemMst to claim both Earth and Heaven. 



Rich Judah's King, in manger mean, 
'Midst no such dazzling court was seen ; 
Wise men, indeed, to him did bow. 
But sparkling belles to bend hadst thou. 



The princely polish of thy mind 

Was to a graceful figure joined ; 

While frankness and descending ease. 

All hopes could charip, all hearts could please. 



Thou, chivalrous chief, wert wont t* engage 
Each special. honor of the age ; 
And forth to greet thee princes ran. 
Of Europe the *^ first gentleman.'' 
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Thy gorgeous palaces and towers. 
Formed to eclipse ail other powers, 
Roads^ bridges, steam, and gas display 
The wonders of thy luminous day. 



Thy martial spirit could incite 
Generals to conquest — troops to fight; 
Year after year, midst direful harms, 
Proclaimed the triumphs of thy arms. 



Thy sceptre bright destroyed the woes 
Of foreign and domestic foes : 
Nature and Fortune seemed to vie 
In bearing up thy diestiny. 



Defended thus 'gainst every ill, 
Thou hadst of this vain life thy fill ; 
AH was to tlree proftisely sent, 
All, all, except thy heart's content. 
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But, ah ! 'tis closed — these scenes are past. 
And death — stern death appears at last : 
Thy virtues now we fain would hail. 
And o'er thy frailties cast a veil. 



Thy fame to history will belong, 
And bards will raise th' ePgiac song : 
Let gratitude, (hat grace repays. 
Give to thy worth the meed of praise. 
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THE STAR OF BRUNSWICK. 



In radiance girt, and lustre true^ 
0*er Albion's isle appeared in "view 

A kindred Star : 
This influence fair, in sheen so bright, 
Rivalled e'en Venus' self in light. 

Beaming afar. 



Young Hymen caught the heavenly rays. 
Dazzling his genial — ardent gaze. 

So placed the gem 
Within his favorite domain, 
More blest with love than those who gain 

A diadem ; 
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But Phoebus, envious of the sight 
Of such benignity, thus plight, 

Soon sped away 
The beauteous orb to orient skies, 
There to overrule our destinies 

In endless day. 
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GOD SAVE THE KING. 



(New Version.) 



God save our Noble King, 
William our Mighty Kiug, 

God save the King : 
May he still happy be, 
In strength and sovereignty, 
To rule o^er Britons free, 

God save the King. 



O Lord, in mercy deign. 

To bless Great William's reign, 

Joy may he bring ; 
That Brunswick's star may shine 
With all the rays divine 
, Of his Illustrious Line, 

God save the King. 
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May he his Sceptre wield, 
To us both spear and shield, 

While Plaudits Ring ; 
Defend our Rights and Laws, 
And ever give us cause 
To sing with Heart atid Voice, 

God save the King. 



To fair Queen Adelaide 
All homage due be paid. 

Loyalty cling ; 
God save the King and Queen, 
Be they ubited seed, 
No foe to intervene, 

God sjeive the iCihg. 
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PEACE ON EARTH. 



I woo a spirit bland, replete 

With moral good, and genuine worth, 
Which generous ardor well oiay greet ; 

What nymph so fair as — Peace on Earth ! 



Ah ! could the unborn babe aspire 

To such a blessing at its birth, 
As should surpass man^s vain desire, 

'Twere then to meet sweet Peace on Earth. 



The lofty tower, the trophied hall. 
The festive scenes of garish mirth, 

The painted dome, the splendid ball. 
Are poor, compared to Peace on Earth. 
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Oh ! how delightful, could we find, 
Abroad, and at the social hearth, 
LoTc^s intercourse of heart and mind — 
, The emblem of sweet Peace on Earth ! 



Then should we bear from Heaven supplies, 
As carping eWes would feel a dearth. 

And look to higher, happier skies, 

While blest with kindly Peace on Earth. 



H 
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That Death, in dire reality, this night 

Will seize the yietim of unholy joy, 

And close at once his profligate career. 

Look well to this, fond youth, lest ye, disgraced. 

Should God prolong your days, in after-life, 

Become fit objects of reproach-^— disgust. 

And, it may be, commiseration too ; 

For infamy and vice, like this pourtrayed. 

Calls down the judgments of avenging Heaven. 
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DISAPPOINTMENT. 



Gay Fancy's dreams, no more deceive — 
Oh ! quit this tossed and tortured breast, 

4 

Illusions fair I fain would leave ; 
By other hearts be now caressed : 

My lorn delight, 

At noon and night, 
Is mild repose to greet, and listless, quiet rest. 

'Tis grateful from this world to steal. 

As forms that ne^er to act were born. 
That ne'er were doomed love's pangs to feel. 
Nor from their faithful friends were torn ; 
The hollow smile, 
The tongue of guile. 
Ne'er knew, nor the disdainful, lurid eye of scorn. 



i4 DISAPPOINTMENT. 

All ! little see!! the heedless boy, 

So fiae ill feather, tierce in fire, 
Graspiogeach glittering, giddy toy, 
The sting of joys men most admire — 
The hour of pain, 
The cares of gain, 
And the unhallowed couch of restless, base desire. 

'Tis well, methinks, tu scan the ill 

Which Nature casts o'er schemes below. 
For 'tis to Disappointment, still, 
That we a reckless round forego 
Of pleasures vain, 
Of life the bane. 
And learn to act as friends, and feel anotber^s mk 



The mean and sordid spirit hence, 

'Tis good and healthful to remove — 
To loose the bands of time and sense. 
And raise the soul to heavenly love ; 
From toils to spring, 
And joyful wing 
Oui hopes to happier climes, and cloudlcbs 
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THE EXILE. 



To other regions let's away 

From this false land's tomultuoiis strife ; 
Here we can no longer stay. 

Beloved child, and dearest wife. 



Let us find some other soil. 
Distant far though it may be, 

Where, blest with love and cheerful toil, 
We may live happy, safe, and free. 



No more oppression's load to feel, 
No more detraction's shafts to bear. 

There our affections let us seal. 

With hearts at ease, and light as air. 
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There we may mark the vicious pride- 

The follies of this sordid isle. 
And, if we censure or deride, 

[ix pity with our transient smile. 



Haste, beloved, let us go 

To famed Columbians fruitful shore, 
For here the streams of misery flow. 

And virtue will return no more. 
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TRUTH. 



Sweet is the incense of the mom, 
And sweet the bloom of vivid youth. 

Sweet the sound of echoing horn, 
But far more sweet the voice of Truth. 



Fair is the opening of the spring, 
The promise fair of swains who woo. 

Fair the insect's painted wing, 
But fairer still the heart that's true. 



Pure is the breath of jasmine bowers, 

Pure the hue of fleecy snows. 
Pure are the streams of vernal showers, 

The faith as pure that friendship knows. 



58 TRUTH. 

Lovely the glance of virgii^s eye. 
Lovely the infantas angel smile, 

More lovely than the azare sky 

Is fond regard that knows no guile. 
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THE LAND OF THE SLAVE. 



Ye Britons so free, who rule the wide maiD, 
Oh ! break the harsh links of this obdurate chain ; 
If the Toice of affliction your pity may crave, 
Extend it to me — a poor negro slave. 



Your greatness and might let the nations now see. 
While enjoying securely your sweet liberty ; 
Let your grandeur and power from misery save 
Him who mourns his sad lot in the land of the slave. 



I long for a soil where affection may dwell, 

Here, if haply I wed, my wife they may sell ; 

No delight could I taste, though a child she sliould have> 

For the pledge of fond love is the child of a slave. 
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Oh ! shame to the Christian ! I groan for his ease, 
Though of mercy he tells, yet my troubles ne'er cease ; 
I toil without hire, yet he says I'm a knave, 
For I live and I die in the land of the slave. 



From Britain's fair isle, where bright science appears, 
May Virtue regard the lorn African's tears ; 
He looks o'er the deep to the shores of the brave. 
While he breathes tainted air in the land of the slave. 



Ye friends of the weak, give me speedy relief. 
Ere death yields its solace to calm my long grief — 
Ere, sunk with oppression, I lie in the grave. 
Which rescues the soul from the land of the slave. 
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STANZAS TO THE MOON, 



I. 

Sweet Cynthia, clad in white, 

I feel thy power 

In this lone hour. 
Thou seem'st, methinks, to smile on me : 

To mar the sight 

No tempests lower ; 
But, by thy lovely beams, 
Dart rays from Hope^s bright streams, 
For, ah ! the maid I love appears full oft with thee. 
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II. 

Inconstant, do not change, 

Pass not a way 

To future day ; 
I fain would dream of fond delight. 

In frolic range, 

And sportive play, 
Would sweep the curling flood, 
Dancing in magic mood, — 
Would run thy path, and roam with thee by day and night. 



III. 

With thee to plead is vain ; 

Thy look askance, 

And sidelong glance, 
Already tell me of thy state; — 

Yet smile again : 

O sad mischance, — 
How cheerless is the thought. 
With present darkness fraught. 
To know I soon must lose the joys thy charms create. 
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IV. 

Why turns thy cheek so pale ? 

In languid guise 

Thy figure hies : 
Do bright celestials feel like men ? 

Do they inhale 

Fierce jealousies ? 
And can they ever fear 
In beauty a compeer ? 
If not, benignant being, prythee smile again. 



V. 

Thy brow is clouded o'er, 

As in disdain 

Of Earthly stain : 
I tune no more the shepherd's reed ; 

In spirit sore, 

I sigh my pain, 
When thy averted face 
No longer I can trace ; 
And yet thou seem'st, regardless, backwards to recede. 
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VI. 

V 

Anon thy lustre glows : 

The ravished sense 

Feels high pretence, 
While, raised above, thy glories shine : 

With rapture flows 

Fresh hope, and hence. 
Renewed fond sympathies 
Within ray breast arise, 
While to the skies I look, and view thy form divine. 
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THE FAIRIES. 



^^ Fairies^ by the moon's soft beams. 
Shining bright on crystal streams. 
Let us dance like Fancy's dreams.'' — 

Thus, gliding through the buoyant haze, 
Spake the wanton Queen of fays. 
And led on the curious maze. 

Now the airy, sportive eWes 
Whirl by twenties and by tweWes, 
To mumc subtile as themselves. 

Light they trip it o'er the blade 

Of tender turf, in th' opening glade. 

Where droops the flower, and pines the maid. 



HQ THE FAIRIES. 

'Til, wearied out with frolic fits, 
The airy Queen adown she sits, 
And calls around her fairy wits. 

Close they shut the flitting wing, 
And in soft tones love-ballads sing. 
Sitting in a tiny ring. 

As they ply th^ir duQ4ile thiiroais. 
Sweet music in th^ welkin floats, 
And Fan.oy S;wift caught up \hfi notes. 

^* N^ar this ftow. qH siWer w.^.ve. 

To a maiden fj^iv vfould nj^ve^ 

And sigh, a youAb siAcere and brave ; 

But her heart a flAtt^rer. wqq, 
And on h'm k^v gv9^e9 sbp^e, 
The youth w(ibS by bee sccpq undioae. 

Forth he spe4i hin) t.o the wars, 

Careless, of all^ except love's soars. 

And tilled V}^.e one who I>eaUi> deed darea. 
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The brane youth found the bero'is fatfS) 
The maid forgot her soorn knd bate, 
Compassioii c^me, but came too late — '' 

'' By thi^ soft and trickling rill, 
Two heedless loTers took their fill, 
But Hydien disaTows them still. 

liOTes, by Virtue bound, are tireasur^s, 
Joys of Vice bare scanty measures, 
Wisdom frowns on guilty pleasures/' — 

^^ Under this high beech tree's shade, 
D»mon sought his faTorite maid. 
And his suit was well repaid. 

The hallowed fane receives the pair, 
Bright shines the torch of Hymen there, 
And Fame*s full tones their tows declare/'- 

^^ With flowerets from the blushing lawn. 
The Tillage hinds their nymphs adorn. 
Smiling as the vernal morn. 
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But when their wistful court is paid. 
Away from natiTe sun and shade. 
The flowers oft are seeo to fade. 

And oft, beneath the moon's fair light. 
The TOWS which ardent loTers plight. 
Will vanish with the dews of night." — 

*^ Bat now,*' exclaimed the antic Queen, 
** Aurora peeps in radiant mien. 
We must not by base men be seen ; 

Hie we to the forest-shade. 

And sleep while cares the world invade, 

'Tis for pleasure we were made.'* 
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THE PORTENT. 



O strange disorder, and confusion wild ! 

Methougbt, a sudden shade overspread the sun. 

The screech-owl, from the lofty battlements, 

In haggard strains, proclaimed some dire disaster ; — 

The croaking raven, towards the gory field. 

Sped its fierce way, along the lurid sky ; — 

The towering eagle left his native rocks. 

And, soaring high o^er earthly destinied. 

Winged his strong flight to distant* lands, and cleft 

Through many a dizzy league; — disparting heavens. 

Within their wide expanse, discovered gulfs 

Immeasurably deep, and seas of flame ; — 

Earth yawned, and, trembling, from its dark abyss 

Sent forth its deathly groans. — What can this mean ? 







TO FLA VIA 



A SONXET. 



Well, dearest FlaTia, I will tell tbee wlienoe 

Arose those pleasing transports in my breast, 
Transports, approTed by thee, and ever blessed.- 

*Twas not thy beauty^s power, and fair pretenoe. 

Thy polished wit, Tivacity, and sense. 

That could Lovers empire fully, firmly seal — 
Could thus compel this wayward lieart to feel, 

And, feelins^, to confess thy exceUence. 

No ! Hwas thy virtues warmed the ferTent sigh : — 
The eager foot that seeks the mourner's roof. 
The tender eye that softens at reproof. 

The charm of genuine, modest verity. 

The secret spell of sweet sincerity, 

Tb^so won me to thy ways, and vrere enough. 
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AFFECTION S SMILE. 



Let Crcesus' sons add t& their store, 
With anxious care, and patiei>t toil ; 

I seek the soothing glance, no more, 
The lover's wealth 's^ affecttoH^^ smike. 



Let pomp and place their votaries claim, 
While envious feuds within them boil ; 

I ask not grandeur, rank, nor fame, 
The lover's pride 's affection's smile. 



Let those who frolic feats admire 

With giddy sports the hours beguile ; 

To nobler pleasures I aspire, 

The lover's joy 's affection's smile. 
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Let those whom airy scenes amuse 
Away their time in folly while ; 

A more substantial boon I chuse. 
The lover^s stay 's afiection^s smile. 



Let bacchanals the glass desire^ 
With jovial jest, and mad turmoil ; 

Give me a purer, holier fire, 
The lover^s life 's afiection^s smile. 



liCt pedants o^er dull pages pore, 
And studious waste the midnight oil ; 

I learn from Nature^ s favored lore. 
The lover^s light's affection's smile. 
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THE ORWELL. 



^^ O'er golden sands let rich Pactolus flow. 
And trees weep amber on the banks of Po ;" 

Let far-famed rivers, pressed with treasures , glide, 
And glittering waters from gondolas bear 
Their mermaid-music to the ravished ear ; 

Yet, Orwell, I would greet thy tranquil tide. 



Let Tigris* banks its antique turrets boast. 
Where mandarins, in lordly state, take post ; 

Let rolling surges adverse regions save ; 
Let Asiatic grandeur Hoogley shew — 
Its towering forts and splendid budgero ; 

Orwell, I like thy weakly-winding wave. 



THE OBVELL. 



lipt wide Ohio, bearings manj a load 
Of sc^tt^red forests on its baojant flood. 

With Nature's wealth magnificently teem ; 
Impetuous rapids prone St. liawrenee roll. 
And wheelings cataracts, that mock controul ; 

Orwell, I jet would hail th j placid stream. 



lipt ancient Nile outspread its mighty wave. 
And unknown shores of ci^ty natwus** lave. 

Where roaring lions range the desert aaads ; 
And its o>rwhelming waters proudly own. 
Its fruitful banks luxuriant harvests crown ; 

I^m pleased, fair Orwell, with thy peaceiml lands. 



Let beiuteous Clyde delight Ch* excurrive eye. 
And, rich in soft exuberance, cratvie 

Swift Elbes, and ¥istula^s fiu'-reai^Ang^ tides ; 
Liet tributary wealth to lliames still croud. 
And \ictor niTies^ proudest of the proud, 

OrwelK 1 love the case of th? still 



TIIIC ORWELL. 

Tliough woiulermeot to dUlant climes may roam, 
And wild ambition ateiii lite torrent's fuaiii, 

Yet, meditation I would rather greet ; 
'Tis for aspiriug youth to meet turmoil, 
The bardy, sinewy limbs were made for toil, 

Bui life fiir-apent desires a mild retreat. 

And such art thou, O Orwell, on tliy ways, 
Tiie mind, inverted, turns to earlier days ; 

.And, as upon an eminence, can scan 
The value of the world's alluring toys, 
Its [lomps, and luxuries, and maddening joys. 

And look to Heaven to guide tlie future man. 



Not, Orwell, that thy stream's to song unknown. 
Nor that high Fame doth now thy banks disown ; 

Here bright-eyed Science uses will advance, 
Here glory rests, and patriot ardor glows — 
Our hopes in peace, in war defence from foes, 

And mansions rise in tasteful elegance. 
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Nor that thy swelling waves too faintly flow 
To swim the gallant bark, and freighted prow; 

For commerce oft salutes the welcome gale, 
The frequent schooner glides by Freston's tower, 
The wherry plies, and gleams the glistening oar. 

And Ilourth-Reach homeward draws the crouding sail. 



Uut, through thy sylvan groves I pensive hie, 
Illumed by Contemplation's inward eye : 

)I«»rO| where wild banks overhang the glassy plane, 
A naored fervor seines on the soul ; — 
I SD^ the monkish garb, the saintly cowl. 

And all thi> relics of some holv fane. 



lleit^ 1 CAU vi^w the rudely^scttlptured frame, 
ln«orib^d wiih many in laufr-forgotteii limine, 

i'h^ *" *lori<iHl urw, and amimaied bust :** 
Now ^M^ %\\^ f^r «oft 56ll^a^$ ihe vesper belU 
VNvrtX cKm»i^i\hI tH^H* a36<vwd* the antken^s swell, 

Auvl oh^uui^i bv hkh lontr w^mkleriii? in tlie dust 
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Though superstition dimmed their dreary day, 
They Heavenward humbly bent their pious way, 

Their footsteps marked with godly chanty ; 
Their hallowed vows rose upwards to the skies, 
Content with good, they sought not to be wise, 

But leaned on truth with meek sincerity. 



Though plain their altars, modest their pretence. 
The soul was offered up in penitence — 

The duteous sacrifice of hearts sore riven ; 
But now a tower's spread from shore to shore. 
Grounded in art, and proud polemic lore. 

By which ambitious men would reach to Heaven. 



Our ancestors, impelled by power divine, 
Dug deep for treasures in the hidden mine. 

While true religion blessed their patient toil ; 
But we, no longer with their cares perplexed. 
No penance own in this world or the next. 

And think t' obtain the ore without the foil. 
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Alt ! k-t UH nut ileride their rites severe, 
Their manners rude, observances austere, 

Nor loosely censure errors in their creed ; 
Though knowledt^e had not reared its crest on high, 
Fuilh, through the gloom, could fuirer realms descry. 

And they have lung since gaiiied fair virtue's 

For, when time's lengthened ages shall unrol 
The knowledge written on its future scroll. 

When embryo beings systems new shall weave,- 
Should moralist then scan our days of yore, 
And rigidly our maxims then esiilore, 

At our vain notions they may smile or grieve. 



Then, Orwell, may thy hanks, with foliage green, 
Present a softer, ■we<>ter, halcyon scene. 

And calm reflootion slUl muse o'er thy wave ; 
Here miiy tiome kindred sgtirit hajipier prove, 
Keiilcle with good, and rich in heavenly love, 

Wlu^n nought remulns of mc, nor of my grave. 
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POPULAR EFFERVESCENCE. 



A SONNET. 



This saucy zest, metbinks, is like new beer ; — 
It bas a spirit, mixed indeed with froth, 
Yet, though it sometimes bursts. His something worth : 

Yes ! 'twill afford us profit and good cheer. 

And England now can rate her home-brewed dear; 
Therefore to lo«e it, ere 'tis ripe, Tm loth — 
I wish to save the ale and vessel both ; 

But then, I'd have it at fit times t' appear. 

liCt's keep secure the wholesome beverage 
Until its boiling heat has fully worked. 
Or else our expectations may be baulked : 

Then pent in bottles, our best hopes t' engage. 

Let the fumacious tempest spend its rage, 

But take good care to see it be well corked. 



so 



THE UNKNOWN. 



A SONNET. 



There is a creature we esteem most true. 

Just, generous, wise, and all that men admire, 
One warmed with social zeal, and patriot fire ;- 

A wiji^ht» whose every motive, could we view. 

Would our exulting hearts with praise renew : 
And, when to holy fervors we aspire. 
Ho Hoems to sanctify each loose desire : 

Ho W\U us what we should, and should not do. 

In contldonco ho is our dearest friend : 

Ho oi*t supports our cause, disclaiming pelf. 
And cannot bo a wild, capricious elf. 

Yo( such u boin^: I must not commend, 

For (houkfh ho ably may our deeds defend, 

Thin Satan, *«iumiiift; ««pecious forms, is Self. 



81 



TO A FALSE FRIEND. 



Intns et in cut6 novi. Pers. Sat. 



Yes ! it is true, I loved thee then, 

And thought my kindness wellrepaid,- 

Warinly espoused each wish, e*en when 
Thy follies cast thee in the shade. 



I viewed thy ways with partial pride, 
When honor seemed thy steps to deck, 

Thy worth by friendship magnified. 
Thy vices dwindled to a speck. 

M 
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Ah ! I have borne reproach fur thee, 
And borne for thee the frowns of fate^ 

A generous heart thy ready plea, 
A constant mind thy advocate. 



The ties that knit me to thy cause, 
Have penury and scorn withstood — 

Bonds severed not by selfish laws, 
But torn by base ingratitude. 



Yet sweet affection struggled long 
'Gainst treachery's malefic power, 

But how could love sustain the wrong — 
The crime-of-heart, unknown before ? 



But, though we part, I wish thee well. 
My mind is prone to serve thee still ; 

The place where friendship loved to dwell 
Is now a blank which none can fill. 



TO A FALSE FRIEND. g3 

Farewell ! review thy sunless noon. 
And may kind Heaven its influence send ; 

I knew thee a companion boon, 
I know thou never wast a friend. 
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THE MARCH OP INTELLECT. 



Old Maud^ to prove she could direct. 
Drunk Dennis hit oHh head : 

Drunk Dennis, with his intellect. 
Directly went to bed. 



THE WHEREFORE. 



No wonder that so many crimes 
On this poor nation fasten, 

For Uin a sin, in these bad times, 
To be a goodly parson. 



85 



THE CIVIC FETE. 



'< Audaces fortima jnvat.*' 



Some jacks and jockeys sought of late, 
To feast dame Fortune, and to pio her ; 

But they could neither win her plate, 
Nor could they even roast the dinner. 



They chose a drear and darksome night, 
For revels which they had in mind. 

Seeing their deeds would shun the lights 
And Fortune is for ever blind. 
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Ye owlets, vihOj as rats and moles, 
Would glut in darkness, not like men, 

Go, creep with tbem to caitiff-boles. 
And never shew your freaks again. 



For ye have spread such strange alarms, 
With scum, and froth, and filthy dregs. 

That some lift high their hands and armsj 
And some look downwards to their legs. 



Go, brood in hovels on the grate. 

There you may dream of smoke and fire ; 

But look not up to power and state. 
Nor dare to Fortune's gifts aspire. 



But if to spoil you still desire. 

And these foul fancies ne'er recant, 

Britannia's arm, with godlike fire. 

Stamps on thy foreheads "Miscreant." 
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For Glory beams upon our isle, 
Here Honour holds a patriot band, 

We still enjoy fair Freedom's smile, 
And Fortune favors this brave land. 
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THE HEART THAT'S TRUE. 



A PASTORAL KALLAD. 



Riches pain the passing hour. 

Wit, though bright, is piercing too, 

Beauty fades like bloom or flower, 
But grateful is the heart that's true. 



Some boast a firm and equal mind. 
The liberal arts to some accrue, 

But where shall we e'er hope to find 
The liberal heart that's firmly true. 



THE HEART THAT'S TRUE. gQ 

Pleasures, when all things well betide^ 

SofI blandishments will oft renew ; 
These, though they blemishes may hide, 

Discorer not the heart that^s true. 



But when Misfortune clouds the scene, 

And Poverty appears in view, 
When friendships cool, reproof is keen, 

Then you may know the heart that^s true. 



Damon had corn and fleecy care. 
When Phyllis' smiles he sought to woo ; 

Her looks and words were fond and fair, 
He thought his shepherdess was true ; 



But when his flocks from home had strayed. 
And on his crops the east wind blew, 

Fair smiles no more adorned the maid, 
Ne' kind was she, nor was she true. 
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How sweet the maid, in whom we trace 
A chastened beaaty CTcr new, 

Endowed with mind, and moral grace. 
Whose form is lovely, heart is true I 
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ANACREONTIC, 



Friends of song 
Join our throng, 

Fresh offerings let us raise, 
On altars high, 
And rend the sky 

With great Apollo's praise : 
The radiant god and muses join 
To render music all-divine. 
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Bring the string, 
The clarion bring, 

All minstrelsy this night ;— 
Its deepest drones, 
And treble tones 

In harmony unite : 
Bring the timbrel, viol, lute, 
And the soft, melodious flute. 



The roof resounds 
With mingled sounds. 

And loudest thunder-peals ; 
And now again, 
The melting strain 

0*er soul and senses steals : 
And now the notes in ether die, 
Responsive to the zephyr^s sigh. 



They rise anon, 
By ardor won, 

AVhile genius strikes the shell ; 
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The chords ascend, 
And furv lend 

To the tumultuous swell : 
At length they fall ; the tuneful choir 
Strike, in loftiest strains, the lyre. 



No more are seen 
Those spirits mean — 

Envy and base design ; 
But all agree, 
Harmoniously, 

Their hearts with warmth to join. 
Then, while to Love's soft power we bend, 
Apollo^s call let all attend. 
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HIDDEN GEMS. 



How earnestly do men explore 
The hidden caverns of the main. 

Where Ocean keeps his countless store, 
The pearl of greatest price to gain ! 



With careful toil, and keen desire. 
We see the anxious merchant pine. 

When his ambitious hopes aspire 
To draw the diamond from the mine. 



Skilled alchymists have vainly sought 
The splendid philosophic stone. 

And modern seers have dearly bought 
The richer rays where science shone. 
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Then, should we not supremely prize 
The gem transcendent, from above. 

Not formed beneath these nether skies, — 
The jewel rare of heavenly love. 



ANTICIPATION. 



Damon,, on nreetiag Pkyllisi^ said^ 
I know a swain right constant, true, 

Who hourly sigkft for thee. Fair Maid,- 
Quoth she, Dear Damon, it is You. 
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INFANT SLEEP. 



How beantifal U sleep ! 
Yet if iu purest beaaties thoo wouldst feel. 

On the babe's slamber creep. 
And bid thy heart confess its mate appeal. 

Barton. 



How loTely is the infant's rest. 

Who no sad care or sorrow knows ; 

Reclining on its mother's breast. 
It sweetly sinks to soft repose ! 



Sleep on, sweet babe, but ncTer dream 
Of mischiefs that may sooo appear. 

Though Joys to dance around thee seem. 
And Pleasures hail thy gay career. 
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Sleep oil, dear child, fearless of all 
The rugged ills that men betide, 

Nor trace those terrors that appal 
Because they are to sin allied. 



May not th* Oppressor's scourge invade 
The tender windings of thy heart, 

Nor Cruelty, in thorns arrayed, 

0*er thy mild slumbers fiercely dart. 



Banished from thee be crooked Guile ; 

To Treachery be closed thine eyes ; 
For, Ah ! that playful, gentle smile 

Beams from the soul, in beauty's guise. 



And far from thee may Death remove, 
With Maladies, a direful train ; 

So that thy visions safe may rove 
Through fairy paths, and free from pain. 
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May Eden fair, in all its bloom. 
To thy fond fancy lend a charm, 

Meek Piety thy breast illume. 
And Angel-Love thy spirit warm. 
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STRENGTH UNITED. 



A SONNET AND ACROSTIC. 



** the rampart once 
Of iron war, in ancient barbarons times, 
When disunited Britain ever bled, 
Lost in eternal broil : ere yet she grew 
To this deep-laid indissoluble state. 
Where Wealth and Commerce lift their golden heads; 
And o*er our labours, Liberty and Law, 
Impartial, watch ; the wonder of a world !" 

Thompson. 



Strange ! that these shores of freedom should be found 
To foster gentilitious discontent, 
Reckless of tunaults and each social rent I 

Exceptors, hence, are mining all that's sound, 

Nerving each arm, which well may men astound, 
'Gainst this great nation's unity and bent, 
Though ruin rests where she of strength is shent. 

Have history*s traces vanished from our ground ? — 



STRENGTH UNITED. JOQ 

Unknown are now our Teutons' feuds to sooth ? 

No ; but their ways can now few minds engage. 
Intestine wars no mailed kings now wage : 
To the United Isles their monarch's ruth 
Equal extends, who, armed with sacred truth. 
Defends her laws, which still adorn our age. 
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TO A PIN. 



A SONNET. 



Heroes oft vainly seize the sounding spear. 

On casque and cuirass rings the blade so keen ; 
But thy thin essence, smoothly sharp and sheen, 

Pierceth the proud, to the high heart comes near. 

And is to every lady^s liking dear : 

Yes ! reft of ties, strange conflict oft is seen, 
For damsels, losing thee, have frantic been ; 

And yet thy dart is dipped not in a tear. 

Though blushing beauties may thy aid discard. 
Still thou dost well with loveliness agree, 
And thy prompt power maintains their sovereignty : 

No hostile arm can e^er thy force retard, 

Thy post it is the virgin zone to guard. 
In short, thy praise is this — Utility. 
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TO POETRY. 



A SONNET. 



Who can disdain the Muses' soft retreat ! 

Sifeet Poesy, to thee the song I raise. 

And cast on thy fair form the frequent gaze : 
Oh ! may no latent foe fresh hopes defeat, 
When envied boons I at thy hands entreat; 

But smile propitious on my artless lays, 

And, if thou canst, illume them with thy rays. 
Whilst richer pulses in their currents beat. 
Some may on trophied altars rest their lyre. 

And some may greet the poet's deathless name; 

Let others wistful woo the meed of fame. 
To thee alone my ardent thoughts aspire. 
When thy fond presence animates desire. 

And o'er the spirit breathes its sacred flame. 
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AUTIIORSIIIP 

A SONNET. 



Ah me ! what Perils do environ 

The man that meddles with cold Iron. 

HUTLER. 



Woe to the wight who once begins to dip 
Into the crooked path and close defile, 
That marks the cares of editorial toil ! 

Ah nie! the hidden perils of the trip 

He little knows ; for should he make a slip, 
Halting, he will not meet with balmy oil, 
Nor will Dame Fortune greet him with a smile, 

But spectral scorn, seen curling on her lip. 

If patience, he, perchance, preserve, 'tis well ; 
For lets and lairs still lurk at every nook. 
Some ^'deeply drink'' of the Pierian brook. 

On native force and wit some fondly dwell ; 

Bat skilful artisans esteem it well, 

Before they make, to learn to move a Book. 
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A HISTORY. 



** The wandering Sailor ploagfas the main, 
A competence in life to gain ; 
Undannted braves the stormy seas, 
To find, at last, content and ease." 

Old Sovg. 



In Friday Street, by Fate's decree, 
Born seTenteen-hundred-seTenty-three, 
In Eighty-two our hero's seen 
At Naudin's school, half-starved I ween : 
Want, chilblains, tyranny, sore disease, 
Toil, battles, stripes, he feels and sees ; 
Confinement, too, mephitic vapours, 
Hot nitrogen and lambent tapers ; 
These and some other rubs and raps. 
Betimes inure him to mishaps. 



But passing now from sense to reasoning, 

These were for future ills a seasoning: 

(Adderley junior, Adtlerley minor. 

In conflicts found him no repiner) : ' 

Besides, though tender drops he drew, 

He fairly beat in knowledge too. 

From Hackney's turned to Newington Green, 

Where Mistress Cockburn ruled I mean, 

And Hewlett (John) A. B. was Master, 

That boys might learn their tasks the faster. 
In Eighty-five, when grown more big. 
To India sails, a guinea-pig, 
By Biscay Bay and Cape Tormentos, 
Where winds and waves left rough mementos. 
Driven an Dorset's shelvy coast. 
Where jEoIus luocks the seaoaan's boast, 
In lieu of gaiuiog Indus' shores, 
Whence Asia's urn its wealth outpours ; 
The Halsewell just before was wrecked. 
Though pleasure's plumes her cabins decked. 
Deluded by the syren's voice. 
Perhaps they dreamt of future joys : 
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Her fate presents a contrast rare, 
*Twixt buoyant hope and blank despair. 
At Bladras, too, a mishap dire, — 
The Dachess of Kingston *s lost by fire : 
And soon The Foalis oiet her fate. 
Though none were left the tale to relate. 
As towards the Downs our vessel roonded. 
On the dread Flats we strocky and grounded. 
But, *seaped the penis of the maiBy 
The hoy is placed at aehocd ^g^** 
Near Grrenwidi Park ; awd Cigged at Latin, 
At Doctor Egan^s, night aad aiatin. 
Goes afterwards, his hopes to fan. 
Of The Europa MidribipBau, 
Which to Whampoa found a path, 
GoTMiied by Captaiu Applegalh ; 
A good and trusty sailor he 
As cTcr led a ship to sea : 
Wheatley and Jones we kft hchiudl. 
Dear EairitDd aever aore is fiad : 
For. from oar safer ship set tree. 
se Tentarvus chiefe woe 
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In tbis long voyage the treat was great 

To quaff the seyeo-beils chocolate, 

Tendered by one who graced the favor, 

And gave the beverage its flavour. 

For thanks to one, my sheet 's too brief. 

Who was of The Vansittart Chief. 

In Ninety, the young salamander 

Is rated mid of Th* Alexander ; 

Walter and Stanley interest made, 

By which he reached that flattering grade : 

And here, this moment while I write. 

Though other themes my song invite, 

The latent flame revives anew, 

Which, noble Sirs, was raised by you. 

Then, seaman like, and for skill's sake, he 

Steers in The Friendship to Jamaica ; 

Though, from the Downs, by sad mistake. 

They're nearly driven on the Brake ; 

And, under jury*masts must veer. 

For safety, into Ramsgate Pier : 

Arrived, in Clarendon and Verc, 

He met with kindness and good cheer ; 
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With belles and caTaliers would ride, 
Id lordly seemingy side by side ; 

(Fair S , thy coursers seemed to run. 

Chased by the chariot of the sun) ; 

Yet saw the slaveys oppressive ills, 

Which the free heart with horror fills : 

Then, strangle enough his lot was cast, 

Lfoading The Beckford, 'fore-the-mast. 

(His cumbrous chest, and stock for sea, 

Farquhar, were handed home by thee. 

As things beneath his motion*s centre — 

Impediments to his adyenture). 

Behold him now (T. T.) on board 

The Richard Snow but badly stored, 

A 'fore-mast-man, T. Hughes her Master 

For Belfast, anchor where she cast her: 

At sea, fierce rum oft raised those spirits. 

That each who Erse can speak inherits ; 

For all but him owned Erin's land. 

Whose hot-braiued sons our bark had manned. 

In Ninety-one, Cockswain promoted. 

Jack, once again, to India floated ; 
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But narrowly escaped with life, 

From fever, in Beng^al so rife. 

Prime Officers, who then could say, 

That you should still outlive this day ? 

Yet on your chieftain, sole, as yet, 

The sun of life, I think, has set. 

Here would I, Stoddart, had I place. 

Thy all-creative pencil trace; 

Which could with just conceptions charm. 

And pride itself, with power disarm : 

Good-humour marked the magic skill. 

That facts and fictions framed, at will ; 

Struck with a sympathetic fire, 

Its touches woke Loxias' lyre ; 

E'en goblins rose at thy command, 

Obedient to a master-hand. 

In England, 'twas a heavy blow. 

He found his sire by death laid low. 

Fourth of the King George next he stands, 

Revisits Cathay's ancient lands : 

His senior officers, now, were all 

Of the Royal Navy, great and small : 
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Our 9hi|i was lleetest of the fleet, 

Except the van, and Rose so neat ; 

But what is rank in ruin cast, 

Or glory when its ray is past ! 

Descending, once. Saint James's Valley, 

Some noncoms made on us a sally ; 

'Til thi!) right Royal fray on dry land 

Was stayed by the Marshal of the Island : 

For this offence the reds were tried. 

But to their ships the blues were tied. 

In Ninety-five, we find our strutter, 

As Third Mate, bound for gay Calcutta ; 

Where virtues in the meek Hindoo, 

Respond to our religion true : 

For Camdeo and Qauesa 

O'er their sweet spirits cast a ray 

Of virtue and of loveliness, 

To animate their souls and bless : 

A Heaven-born charm exalts (h« hue 

That marks a faith and honour true : 

Yet, here for proselytes we roam — 

Fidelity not found at home. 



At Fort Saint George, sworn in as Second, 
High Hope, upborne, his fortune reckoned ; 
For our Chief Mnte, 'twas wondrous nil, 
Sought a Dew station in Bengal. 
Our ship the Indian Ocean spanned. 
And reached Sumatra'H burning land, 
Where her hot ctiam, with uine-tail verge, 
By nightrule chose a inau to scourge ; 
But 1 will not distain these pages 
With petty feuds where passion rages. 
Soon after us arrived The Queen, 
When Braham met his friend, I ween : 
Space 1 have none, e'ea were I able, 
To rate th' enjoyment of his table : 
Instead of this, poor Shank, I'll pay 
Thee tribute in this humble lay : — 
Thou hadst indeed a noble mind, 
A heart sincere, a spirit kind. 
Feelings that spurned a base controul. 
Senses that marked a free-born soul : 
Thy worth still lives in friendship's breast, 
And peace will o'er thy ashes rest, 
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Though death liatli cast its ileepest slinde 
O'er the far region where thou 'rt laid.* 
Douglas, in memory too I see 
The Fourteen Indians saved by thee; — 
Thy energies tlie anchor weighed. 
And death, in mid career, was stayed, 
When their frail bark by storms o'erta'en. 
Lay prone and powerless on the main : 
And, on our cruise to take a prize, 
Thy presence o'er my spirit hies. 
At length they gain a pepper freight, 
And homeward steer, with hearts elatfl 
So, pressing on, their course they shi 
To Table Bay, at Afric's cape : 
Here they soon cure a toilsome leak, 
That Jack could find, as well as seek : 



■ Mr. ThomB) Sbank, Surgeon, was mnch respected in Ibe ship. Od 
ths (irecedliig voyaee, thmigli a mere ynuih, he aiici^eisfully performed h 
operalinn [nvolving lire, al St. Helena, wliich no other nedici) man In 
the island would adventure an. The Chief Officer of llie lame >hi[>,wha 
had lieen n bralhrr-midihipman with the Author, wa» tome few jnn 
nfterwardi loit in The Lady Uurgeu, at St. Jnga, 
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Ami here, from such kind HeaTen defend us, 
A mutiny 's quailed in Tlie Tremendous ; 
For tbe firm Fort prepared to batter 
The noxious ship with heavy matter; 
Hence he's commanded, bein^ too nigh her. 
To help to move his prow from the fire : 
Here, too, to awe the sturdy crews. 
Came in, in style, L' Imperieuse, 
Commanded by, here you may trust us, 
Cflptaiu Lord Fitzroy (Augustus). 
At St. Helena, ranch offended, 
He from bis station is 9us|>etide(), 
By what is called a Court of Inquiry, 
Which to expose would only tire ye. 
Fur charging his sublime Commander 
With acts befitting a salamander ; i 

And then, so willed tbe Leaden Dervises, 
Received short insults for long services ; 
But sounds that sweep an empty pate 
It fits us not to fear or hate : 
Resentments' glow long since has past, 
But friendships' warmth will ever last. 
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In Ninety-eight, he 's cock-a-whoop, 

And Master of The Aid, a sloop ; 

So sails, for profit and for freak. 

To Trinidad and Martinique : 

From Parians gulf to Saint Pierre 

He by the cynosure did steer ; 

But, chased, at dusk, off Saint Lucie, 

From the swift foe he scarce could flee. 

Yet gained secure Saint Vincent^s bay. 

And found an offing free next day. 

At Blartinique he had to rue. 

Dear Tran, a fever suaged by you ; 

Though coTered with mulatto skin. 

Fair was thy spirit lodged within. 

But soon a ship in great distress 

He joins, to make her wants the less ; 

We hoTe her keel above tlie tide. 

And timber to the rent applied ; 

Resisted, too. the knavish biters. 

When robbins: Llovd*s free oDderwriters. 

In NiDety-ntDe« cor glowine spark 

Comoiands The Jackson. littter-o-Marqae ; 
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But not 'til he a rout had quelled. 

When new-shipped m^n with threats rebelled, 

And vowed the anchor they M ne'er weigh, 

'Till full assured of special pay ; 

(To Speak, when he could set some sails. 

He signal made to The Prince of Wales, 

Commanded by stout Captain Renou, 

Who led the convoy then we well knew] ; 

And to his Captain paid the last 

Sad offices, and duly cast 

His corse into the briny deep, 

Where countless sons of Ocean sleep : 

A friendly ship he had in sight — 

The gallant Courtland, Captain White. 

In Eighteen-hundred, takes a lower 

Berth in The Transit, Captain Gower, 

A five-mast vessel, fit we saw. 

Either for passage or for war ; 

Both lining out and clear invention, 

The Captain's own, 'tis fit to mention. — 

And has he not a just pretence. 

Ye Rulers, to a recompense ? — 
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Look at bis book uf Seaman sbip, 

Wbicli lias prevented miiny a slip ; 

And, 'midst tlie howling tempests' atril'e, 

Hj» saved, I doubt not, many a life. — 

For England ia a Naval nation, 

Where Tars are useful in their station. 

But soon our Mate, (no time to saunter), 

Rigs high The tall Trelanny Planter; 

But as, it seems, there was some smuggling, j 

He thought it best to have no juggling ; 

And, for he could not meod the stowage. 

Made, once for all, a Limehouse voyage. 

Next, so it fell upon the anvil, 

He went, as Mate, in The good ship (jiraavilie ; 

When, filled with blacks and sons of France, 

He's captured hy The L' Esperaiice ; 

'Tis true the " good ship" made resistance, 

But still they would not keep their distance ; 

And all her efforts, and her spirit. 

Were proved for owners without merit. 

Misfortunes on misfortunes risen, 

He's inmate in a Sjtanish prison, 
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And at Truxillo forced to stay, 
In the deep Honduras bay : 
Here we and young Lieutenant Hill 
Sought the drear hours with mirth to fill ; 
And once determined on a plan 
To seize a boat and gain Rattan ; 
For, such were the disjunctive signs, 
We feared to reach their hidden mines ; 
Yet here, the gay though plundered sailor 
Found friendship in a Spaniard — YSla. 
But soon from durance, his abhorrence, 
He 's rescued by brave Captain Lawrence, 
And in his schooner, American banner. 
Arrived, still heart-whole, at th^Havannah• 
Fell sick ; to gain Old England sooner, 
Surrenders to The Mosquito schooner, 
Commanded by Lieutenant Bennet, 
A worthy officer, though I pen it ; 
And Messieurs Arnold, Vincent, Brien, 
Were true when his disease was trying ; 
And many a laugh and merry joke 
Were furnished by these Hearts of Oak 
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Thus Jack's a King's-man, bad but loyal, 
In the Seaman's Hospital at Port Royal. 
Escaped, to set in Britain foot on, 
He joins The Cora, Captain Bruton ; 
But not Hil they bad sacked bis linen. 
So that be bad a double thinning ; 
For what the enemy had spared, 
The helpers of our men have shared. 
But now his shattered frame portended. 
That all bis trips to sea were ended. 
Of men and things, if any sound *em, 
They '11 find he speaks as he has found *era : 
Though some to rub his rhyme may chuse. 
Yet some here named it may amuse ; 
And, though he has a ^^ mouse-trap'' muse. 
Candour its smiles will ne'er refuse : 
As "fatal's" fond "facility," 
This is his best apology 
For what concerns but few, save me. 



119 



HYMN, 



How shall I frame this faltering tongue 
To reach a Throne where seraphs throng ! 
Can worms ascend the radiant sky 
Of Heaven's resplendent Majesty ! 



Yet 1 will lift my suppliant hands, 
For God alone can loose my bands : 
Yes ! God alone can set me free 
From sin, and shame, and misery. 



Raise, Oh ! raise my thoughts to thee. 
Far from this earth I fain would flee ; 
Upwards would my spirit move, 
Source of Life, and Light, and Loye. 
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Save, Oh ! save me from the snares 
Which Satan and the world prepares 
To draw my devious steps aside 
From Thee — my Father and ray Guide. 



Keep, Oh ! keep me, by thy Grace, 
From evils whieb befal tbe race 
Of heedless mortals who coDtemn 
Thy precepts, and thy Holy Name. 



Make, Ob ! make me, liord, to see 
Thy Justice, Truth, and Purity ; 
And priie them more than pearly mould. 
Or costly ^ems, or Indiaa gold. 



Bend, Ob ! bend this froward will 
Thy mandates meekly to fulfil; 
Chasten, correct, refioe, coBtroul 
The secfftt workings of »y soul. 
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Curb, Oh ! curb this restless rage 

For yanitieSy which ne'er assuage 

The thirst which thence continual springs 

For sordid, empty, worthless things. 



Oh ! teach me to subdue within 

This treacherous heart the power of sin ; 

So shall my days serenely glide 

Like zephyrs o'er a summer tide. 



May I on virtue be intent, 
Of man the brightest ornament ; 
Humble and pious may I be. 
And meek as melting charity. 



Hear, Oh ! hear my humble prayer ; 
" Take, Oh ! take me to thy care ;" 
And, when the spirit's strife is past, 
O God, receive my soul at last. 



R 
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I crave thy naercyi Sovereign Lord ; 
I crave the solace of thy word ; 
I crave thy pardon ; and I crave 
A peaceful refuge in the grave. 
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NO NEAR'. 



A NAVAL SONG. 



The port's in view, but adverse gales 
Forbid the wished-for point to steer : 

Our vessel suug, well reefed the sails, 
The skilful pilot cries " No near\" 

Thus let me through life's ocean move, 
And every devious wandering fear ; 

Nor shiver in the breeze, nor rove, 

Content to say ^^ Thus, thus ; no near'." 

Adversity's fell reef to shun. 

Or penury's shoals to weather clear, 

Undaunted still each tack I'll run, 
And cheerly call "Thus, thus ; no near'. 



» » 
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If dazzling gold illume the vray, 

And flattery^s elves time-tribute bear, 

On this smooth shore I still would say, 
** No near', boy ; thus, thus; no near'.*' 



Would Celia, lovely maid, be mine, 
To share my pleasures — sooth my care. 

To Lydia's charms I 'd ne'er incline ; 
Faithful I'd ever cry "No near'." 

Her heart's the haven I would gain. 
Though casual windings oft may veer; 

And hope still prompts the constant strain. 
When fates oppose, which chaunts "No near'/' 
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IN YOUTH. 



A RONDO. 



In Youth the martial hero shares 
The rush of war, nor danger fears : 
Not so soft passion's fury bears, 
Yielding quick to Love in tears, 

In Youth, 



In Youth the tender maiden sighs ; 
On her pale cheek the rose- tint dies ; 
Yet power relentless vainly tries 
To bend her will, for love denies, 

In Youth. 



A HISTORY. 



Look at liis book of Seamaiiebip, 

Wliich has prevented many a slip ; 

Ant], 'midst tlie howling tempests' strife, 

lias saved, 1 doubt not, many a life. — 

For England is a Naval nation. 

Where Tars are useful in their station. 

But soon our Mate, (no time to saunter), 

Riga high The tall Trelawny Planter; 

But as, it seems, there was some Bmuggllag, 

He thought it best to have no juggling ; 

And, for he could not mend the stowage, 

Hade, once for all, a Limebouse voyage. 

Next, so it fell upon the anvil, 

He vrent, as Mate, in The good ship Granvi 

When, filled with blacks and sons of France, j 

He's captured by The L' Esperanoe : 

'Tis true the " good ship" made resistance. 

But still they would not keep their distance i 

And all her efforts, and her spirit, 

Were proved for owners nithout merit. 

Misfortunes on misfortunes risen, 



He's 



1 pria 



And at Truxillo forced to stay, 
In the deep Honduras bay : 
Here we and young Lieutenant Hill 
Souglit the drear hours with mirth lo till; 
And once determined on a plan 
To seize a boat and gain Rattan ; 
For, such were the disjuDctive signB, 
We feared to reach their bidden mines ; 
Yet here, the gay though plundered sailor 
Found friendship in a Spaniard — Vela. 
But soon from durance, his abhorrence. 
He's rescued by brave Captain Lawrence, 
And in his schooner, American banner. 
Arrived, still heart-whole, at th' HaTaQnah. 
Fell sick ; to gain Old England sooner. 
Surrenders to The Mosc^uito scbouucr, 
Commanded by Lieutenant Bennet, 
A worthy officer, though I pen it j 
And Messieurs Arnold, Vincent, Brien, 
Were true when his disease was trying ; 
And many a laugh and merry Joke 
Were furnished by these Hearts of Oalc 
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Thus Jack's a King's-man, bad but loyal, 
In the Seaman's Hospital at Port Royal. 
Escaped, to set in Britain foot on, 
He joins The Cora, Captain Bruton ; 
But not Hil they had sacked his linen. 
So that he had a double thinning ; 
For what the enemy had spared, 
The helpers of our men have shared. 
But now his shattered frame portended. 
That all his trips to sea were ended. 
Of men and things, if any sound 'em, 
They '11 find he speaks as he has found 'em 
Though some to rub his rhyme may chuse. 
Yet some here named it may amuse ; 
And, though he has a ^^ mouse-trap" muse. 
Candour its smiles will ne'er refuse : 
As "fatal's" fond "facility," 
This is his best apology 
For what concerns but few, save me. 
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HYMN, 



How shall I frame this faltering toDgue 
To reach a Throne where seraphs throng ! 
Can worms ascend the radiant sky 
Of Heaven's resplendent Majesty ! 



Yet 1 will lift my suppliant hands, 
For God alone can loose my bands : 
Yes ! God alone can set me free 
From sin, and shame, and misery. 



Raise, Oh ! raise my thoughts to thee, 
Far from this earth I fain would flee ; 
Upwards would my spirit move, 
Source of Life, and Light, and Love. 



130 LOVELY CLORY. 

LoTely Clory, 
Hear my story , 

My passion deign to see ; 
If you favor 
My endeayour. 

But one we twain shall be : 
I prize thee more than saint his duty, 
I lore *^ the shadow of thy shoe-tye ;*^ 
Gentle Clory, 
Ob ! deplore me, 

I live — I die for thee. 



Time shall never 
Howsoever 

My heart from thee divide, 
But for ever. 
In every weather. 

With thee it will abide : 
What language could my bliss discover- 
What fancy paint the happy lover. 



LOVELY CLORY. IJl 



Dearest Clory, 
Here before thee, 

If thou wouldst be my bride. 



On knee and' leg, thus, 
Behold ! I beg thus, 

A suppliant at thy feet ; 
I bow before thee. 
Charming Clory, 

With smiles thy captive greet : 
Oh ! how shall I withstand that sigh now ! 
How win the hearen of that eye now ! 
Myself, my Clory, 
I can no more be. 

My life — my all that's sweet. 
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A PORTRAIT. 



Come, Pretty Miss, sit close to me. 

And I will speak qoite frank and free.— 

High hopes and fears withdraw from age. 

The mind no jostlings then engage ; 

For friends, once Talned, are no more. 

And ills, once grieToos, too, are o*er : 

lifers basy days no longer last. 

And usefulness at length is past. 

I am not as I was, *tis tme. 

Though once as light and young as you ; 

Yet still 1 Utc a life of ease, 

I ^Tc none to plague, and few to please : 

Serene I sit the liTc-long day, 

And banish toil and care awav. 
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I talk, and scheme, and bear the news, 

And seldom what is good refuse : 

My feet upon a stool recline, 

My hands at rest, 'cept when I dine, 

When custards sweet, and saYory pies, 

Reyive my soul with extacies. 

At four I take my eyening's nap. 

Regardless of the street-door rap : — 

I dream of visions far from hence, 

And hopes and joys concealed from sense : 

Waking, I watch the light and clocks, 

While memory rich her stores unlocks : — 

I think of flatteries long since past, 

And those delights that ne'er can last, 

When beaux and sweethearts were as thick 

As nuts upon a hazel-stick. 

At sixteen, with my eyes of blue, 

I seemed a painted yacht to view ; 

But now, I've seen so many suns, 

I 'm like a ship of Ninety Guns. 
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Live long enough and you will see 
You Ml find your bearings, just like me : 
I tell you. Child, in words a few, 
You '11 be like me, not I like you. 
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ARDENT I BURN. 



" Ardo y Lloro sin sossiego, 
Llorando y Ardiento tanto, 
Che ne el Llanto apaga el Faego, 
Ne el Faego consuma el Llanto." 



Ardent I burn with fierce desire, 

I weep away my years ; 
No tears can quench my fitful fire, 

No fire consume my tears. 



Sweet maid, this conflict is for you. 
Oh ! end this fearful strife ; 

Thou canst both tears and fire subdue. 
When we are man and wife. 
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THE CHRISTMAS INVITATION DEFERRED 

TO MAY. 



•( 



Or, frequent, in the soonding hall, they wake 
The mral gambol. Kostic mirth goes round ; 
The simple joke that takes the shepherd's heart. 
Easily pleased ; the long lood langh sineere ; 
The kiss snatched hasty from the side-long maid. 
On purpose gnardle&s, or pretending sleep : 
The leap, the slap, the haul; and, shook to notes 
Of native music, the respondent dance." 

Tbompsoh. 



Accept a joke instead of sense. 

The tribute of the daT : 
To this old Christmas giTes pretence. 

So distant far from MaT. — 
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The circling^ year bad told its round. 

Chill was the icy breeze, 
And hardened was the snow-clad g^round, 

And naked were the trees ; 



And shrouded in tb* imperious haze, 
And torpid was the sun : — 

Nature proclaimed, in wild amaze. 
Her annual race was run. 



But see — with mirthful jest and song. 

And merry-making train. 
Leading the jocund hours along, 

Christmas resumes his reign. 



Each rural charm attends bis call, 
Which swains to beauties owe ; — 

The pendent bow adorns the hall, 
The sprightly mistletoe. ^ 

V T 
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The wintry blast no more assails, 

Expelled by joy and glee ; 
The blazing hearth o'er all prevails, 

Good cheer and revelry. 



Now the blithe dance and games I see ; 

Now hear the laugh, the roar, the squall ; 
The squeak, the struggling maid when she 

Cries " John — I vow — you never shall.'* 



Briskly the buxom maiden warms 
Her swain's soft wishes into bliss : — 

Ye Gods ! defend from rustic harms, 
For John imprints the welcome kiss. 



Now ladies fair have gallants all, 

Comely, and young, and spruce, and gay ; 
For sure, such things may well befal, 

When January turns to May, 
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ELEGY ON THE DEATH OP A CHILD. 



"just looked on the light ; and then withdrew, into 



>» 



the more inviting regions of andistnrbed repose/ 

Hbrtiy. 



Rest, peaceful babe, released by fate- 
From troubles in this nether state \^^ 
Scarcely hadst thou receiyed thy breath 
Ere thou obtain'dst the boon of death. 



Hushed into peace, thou ne'er bast known 
The mother's anguish — widow's moan ; 
Nor briny tears by sadness fed^— 
Tears such as now for thee are shed. 
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Thou'st 'scaped the world's delusive snares- 
This pit of strife — this gulf of cares ; 
Nor jealousies nor fears didst know, 
Nor sin, which points the barb of woe. 



Blest infant ! thou hast sped thy flight 
To realms of pure, unmixed delight. 
Where innocence for ever reigns. 
Exempt from sorrow, free from pains. 



Cease then the loud lament, the sigh, 
The grief that trickles in the eye : 
Comfort ye, parents, weep no more ; 
Or, if ye weep, kind Proyidence adore. 
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CONSTANCY. 



** This Record will for eTer itand," 
' Woman thy tows are traced in sand/* 

Byrom. 



Fair as the flowerets in the spring, 
Sweet as music's magic power, 

Soft as the air which zephyrs bring, 
Such is the angel I adore. 



Inconstant as the waning moon, 
False as the fleeting clouds above. 

Shapeless as dew-drops are at noon, 
Thus shifting changeful woman's love. 

j * Spanish proverb. 
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Firm as the solid sea-girt rock, 
Sure as the circling sun to view, 

Enduring as the knotted oak, 
Thus steadfast is my hearty and true. 



Yes ! now her coldness chills my soul ; 

Yes ! all endearments now are past ; 
Yet still I bend to Love's controul. 

Yet love I must while life may last. 
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NOTES OF INTERROGATION. 



Farrago libelli. Juv. Sat, 



Good Sir, will you some questions solve 
Which things of moment may involve ? — 
Your queries let me understand, 
And I'll resolve them if I can. — 
What then is that strange creature — man, 
A being which no mind can scan ? 
And what his helpmate — woman, too. 
Who was the first that evil knew ? 
They are the beings of a day. 
And each by each is led astray. 
Pray what is giant-sized dominion ? 
A dangerous thing, in my opinion. 
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And what's insatiate ambition ? 

A ceaseless evil in addition. 

What is supreme and sovereig^n rule ? 

A Will oHh-wisp t' entice a fool. 

What's religion ? Oft a mask — 

A sun, where worldlings Ioyc to bask. 

Now tell me what is orthodox ? 

The treasure that requires no locks. 

What *8 faoM ? A sounding reputation 

That puis to great expense a nation. 

What's dearest friendship ? 'Tis a name 

That serves a knave, as sportsmen game. 

What is beauty ? 'Tis a snare 

Of which fair maidens should beware. 

What 's virtue ? A roost rare endeaTour 

To mend and alter one's behaTioar. 

And — its great counterpart : What 's ▼ioe ? 

An idol worshipped, though not nice. 

What 's honour ? 'Tis a pretty bubble 

That gives a man a deal of trouble ; — 
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A pointed blade that aims at strife — 

Your wife will taint, or take your life. 

What's honesty, so much in vogue ? 

A mere pretence t^ enrich a rogue. 

Respectability ? A screen 

That crimes and justice stands between. 

What 's clearly right and bright as rockets ? 

By any means to fill your pockets. 

What's pleasure, horse-racing, and gaming? 

They arc a sort of pigeoA«taixiing. 

Good dinners, kickshaws, plays, and routs ? 

An equipage for aches and gouts. 

A lawyer's or a doctor's bill ? 

A salutary draught or pill.* 

Now answer me, and tell me true : 

What things are most admired i Why new. 

No more I'll ask. — ^No more I'll say ; 

Therefore, between us both. Good day. 

* <<Like bim who took the doctor'3 bill, 
And swallowed it instead 0' the pill/' 

BVTLEB. 

V 
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ODE TO IMAGINATION. 



** Above, below, in Ocean, Earth, and Sky, 
Thy fairy worlds, Imagination^ lie. 
And Hope attends, companion of the way, 
Thy dream by night, thy visions of the day." 

Campbell. 



Busy, faithless, treacherous sprite — 

Imagination, light as air, 
Where art thou flown ? 
I ^m left alone : 

Whence hast thou sped with visions bright ? 
I would pursue, but wis not where. — 
How false, vain semblance, still art thou, and yet how fair! 
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II. 

Fain would I woo thy quick return ; 

Blest being, pity my distress ; 
I sigh for thee : 
Nay, do not flee : — 
Oh ! hear my deep lament ; I mourn 

Thee gone, but yet thy votary bless ; 
In hopes of gaining thee my suit I oft would press. 



III. 

With fairy lures and sportive wiles 
Thou shed'st delight and joy around : 

In magic guise, 

With piercing eyes. 

Like spells upon enchanted ground, 

Thou gain'st all hearts within thy toils : — 
Oh ! sweet deceiver, how I love thy winning smiles ! 



IV. 

Yet would I have thee innocent. 
As Eden graced with early dew : 
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EXPRESSION. 



A SONNET. 



Expression, dear Urania, Uis I prize : 

Expression ! 
Nay, startle not, thoa hast it in those eyes : 

Yes ! more than rhetoric they make impression. 
For language labours vainly to pourtray 

The soft and secret windings of the heart ; 
And they in moving eloquence betray 

What timorous language dares not to impart : 
Nature on these implicitly relies. — 

To safely guide the sea-tossed sailor home. 
Like stars in heaven*s arch they brilliant shine ; 

No more the vasty, wildering deep to roam. 
In balmy bowers with beauty to recline. 
Blest with her blooming charms, and energy divine. 
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THE WEDDING RING. 



Magic circle — potent spell, 
Sweet token of the love I bear ; 

On Myra's heart for ever dwell, 
For I would imprint thee there ! 



What though narrow is thy bound, 
Though thy substance is but slight; 

Happiness with thee is found. 

Deprived of thee there *s no delight. 



Bright thy surface is, though plain. 

Real is thy native worth ; 
As fair thy joys and free from stain, 

As true the pleasures thou bring*st forth. 



152 THE WEDDING RING. 



As 1 view thee all around, 
Beginning nor an end I see ; 

So my affection will be found 
Alike to all eternity. 



Dignity supreme and taste 

On thy circlet ever rest ; 
What so beautiful and chaste ! 

What gem so precious and caressed ! 



Thy polish aed refulgeuce, too. 
Add to the hand a winiiiDg grace ; 

These sweet content and cheer renew. 
These ever wear a smilinr £ice. 



Thou art of £uth the geBuine anovld. 
Thy weight admits of bo alloy ; 

Thus, love that 's true as sterling gold 
Nor time nor change can e*er destroy. 
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In every cliroe thou Vt still the same, 
Thy form on Earth's serene and even ; ' 

For God and man secure thy frame — 

The stamp of kings, th' impress of heaven. 



EPIGRAM. 



An infidel, close pressed, this argument drew : 
Could Sampson slay a thousand Philistines ? 

Not only slay, but with a jaw-bone too ? 

Perhaps, said Tom, their heads were soft as thine's. 
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USE OF THE VEIL. 



With various powers wc difTereiit beauties find, 
This wins the sense, and that enchants the mind ; 
Here a fair Helen, there a Hebe reigns, 
Subdues the heart, and holds the soul in chains : 
Son^e ply with curious art the toilers care, 
T* enhance delight, and make the fair more fair ; 
Use all their skill, try every glittering toy. 
To gain the ardent, smiling, shivering boy. 
Thus Syren-like, they all their wiles display, 
T* attract fond man, and fix their easy prey ; 
But, lest their killing graces should assail. 
In mercy some conceal them in a veil. 



155 



THE MIRROR. 



Cherished Mirror, bright and clear, 
The fairest forms to thee appear ; 
Bat, when my Celia comes to thee, 
Thou hast a winning charm for me. 



Flattering mirror, strange delight 
Thou fashionest to beauty's sight ; 
But when sweet Celia thou canst trace. 
Thou shew'st a real — matchless grace. 



Oh ! should she deign to smile on thee-^ 

On thy bosom pictured be, 

My suit to the fair virgin prove. 

And speak to her in notes of love. 
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Tell her that those lovely eyes 
That owD the azure of the skies, 
Ne'er beamed, within their radiant view. 
On one than me more kind and true. 



Say, though she 's fairr— divinely fair. 
Moulded and graced as angels are ; 
There 's none on whom her beauties shine 
Have hearts to feel and love like mine. 



Whisper this moral to her mind : — 
Oh ! loyeliest of womankind, 
With face and feature formed to please. 
Trust not too much to charms like these* 



The cheek, that now with ardor glows. 
Must shed its blush of blooming rose ; 
Time o*er that brow soon cast a shade^ 
The lustre of that eye soon fade. 



THE MIRROR. 157 



All ! when thy smiles no more entrance, 
When lOiown the splendors of thy glance. 
When lips and teeth entice no more, 
And all thy charms have lost their power ; 



Know there *8 a swain who still would prize 
The spirit that informs those eyes ; 
In faith no change he M undergo, 
Bui love thee even then as now. 
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EPIGRAM. 



Said Dick, look where I will, I see no use in riches.— 
Not in another's bands, quoth Ned, for there it hitches. 



EPIGRAM. 



A Monument of wisdom Will's, quoth Jack. — 
Aye, but, said Ned, tb' Inscription^i on his back. 



EPIGRAM. 



^^ Who shall decide when Doctors disagree ?" 
Should Nurse be mute, the Undertaker, He. 
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HOMEWARD BOUND. 



A NAVAL SONG. 



Long was the voyage, hard the fare, 
Tiresome the watch's dreary round ; 

But Jack has braved both wear and tear, 
And now the sailor's Homeward bonnd. 



Strong were the gales, and rough the sea, 
On lee yard-arm he oft was fonnd ; 

Promptly the ear-ring pass wonld be. 
But toil seems sweet, when Homeward boood. 



HOMEWARD BOUND. 



Our gallant ship, by tempests borne^ 

'Midst breakers smoked, and struck the ground; 
The keel and rudder both were torn. 

But DOW she *8 off, and Homeward bound. 



Dismasted, on the strand she lay, 

^Gainst surf her strong-built sides the mound ; 
But Uwas not there our fate to stay. 

So we Ve alOioat, and Homeward bound. 



And oft the enemy drew near. 

And oft we fought, 'midst cannon's sound ; 
But now of foes and bullets clear, 

We jovial sing, while Homeward bound. 



And dire disease attacked us too, 

Some tars were shot, and some were drowned ; 
But still we have a noble crew, 

Fearless of death, and Homeward bound. 
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J 



Sometimes oppressed with tropic heat, 
Sometimes with arctic ice surround% 

Each change of clime we cheerful meet. 
And greet the gale, when Homeward bound. 



But now our native land 's in view, 

Its fields with golden harvest crowned ; 

To briny waves we bid adieu. 

Blest is the port, when Homeward bound. 
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THE LINNET. 



** Dull are the pretty slaves, their plamage dnil, 
Raggedy and all its brightening lustre lost ; 
Nor is that sprightly wildness in their nofes, 
Which, clear and vigorous, warbles from the beech." 

Thompson. 



See'st thou yon Linnet in his cage ? 

How sad he sits, or seems to sit ! 
No flight can now his wings engage, 

No other linnet near him flit. 



Oh ! let me loose him from restraint, 
I long to set the prisoner free : 

What would'st thou give, O hapless bird, 
Once to regain thy liberty ! 
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Yet patieDtly thy durance bear, 

Like others thou art (loomed to toils ; 

And strive to please thy mistress fair. 
All captiyes are on whom she smiles. 
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THE DEAD DOG. 



What I art thou gone, my Lion ! art thou dead ! 
Could not thy virtues save thy honest head ! 
No ! death^s fell power will no denial take, 
Or for the slaveys or for the master's sake. 



Yes ! thou art gone, but His the lot of all, 
For time sweeps ofTthe mighty and the small : 
Thy native worth might some affection claim, 
Uut who laments or wealth, or power, or fame ! 



Yot, Lion, I regret thy noble front. 
Thy pliant feet, thy teeth which stood the brunt 
Of many a tloKJiloHs bone's intestine jar. 
And tlorcoly would expel the dogs of war. 
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How many times thy princely coat and tail 
Were torn by foes, or met with worse assail ! 
Still patiently thou brayed^st the vile assault, 
And if thou slew'st them not 'twas not thy fault. 



A course of twenty years with thee I ran, 
I but a stripling when thy race began : 
How playful then thy feats, with eager frame 
To seize the ball, or spring the flying game. 



My close companion thou, when life was new ; 
None were more trusty, and more useful few : 
Together oft we ranged the woods and fields, 
And tasted joys such as pure nature yields. 



Thou wast indeed a favorite, it's true, 
But thou requited'st not as favorites do; — 
Thou crossed'st not my cares with ceaseless strife. 
Nor marred the breast which warmed thee into life. 
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No ! thou wast grateful, generous, gentle, kind ; 
E'en when I spurned thee, to my follies blind : 
Thy courage and thy strength lay at my feet, 
Though thy bold heart would deadliest conflicts meet. 



The far-famed wolf which reared the boys* with pains, 
And gave them food drawn from her lusty yeins. 
Beheld not her young charge with tenderer brow 
Thy master, who regarded thee, than thou. 



This then, my dog, be th' Epitaph on thy grave : 
^^ Here Lion lies — the Faithful and the Brave/* 
I, who best knew him, must this tribute lend ; 
He was my Dog, my Servant, and my Friend. 



* Romulus and Remus. 
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THE REPULSE. 



** Wheu Delia on tbe plain appears, 
Awed by a thousand tender fears, 
I wonld approach, but dare not move ; — 
Tell me, my heart, if this be Love/' 

Lyttleton. 



Amyntor loyed fair Celia, and loved true ; 
Lon^ time he sighed, but was afraid to woo : 
Though secretly he groaned beneath his chain, 
He durst not speak, because he feared disdain. 



Well might the piteous youth foresee her scorn, 
For he was poor, and she was nobly born : 
So fair her form, and dignified her mien. 
She seemed to reign below like beauty^s queen. 
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True she had charms that frigid age might move, 
And those affections sweet that fixed his love ; 
But could a simple swain e*er make pretence 
To beauty such as hers and excellence. 



Oft he would strive to utter his complaint, 
To deprecate her spleen — his woes to paint ; 
But no just sentence he could ever draw, 
Such dread possessed his soul and sacred awe, 



Till worn with doubts, distracts, and anxious care, 
He half-resolved t' approach th' illustrious fair ; 
Trembling, his feeble suit at length essayed. 
And faintly thus addressed the listening maid. 



^^ Fair Lady, may thy humble suppliant dare 
Accost thy highness with a tender prayer ? 
Do not my bold presumption now disown ; — 
Oh ! make me not quite wretched with a frown. 
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^^^Tis full seven years since first my eyes were blessed 
With thy soft image ; thus I 'm spoiled of rest : 
Yet peace I 'd sacrifice and seven years more, 
To gain the pity of so bright a power.^' 



Go, poor Amyntor, I thy fears deride ; — 
No pity can I grant, the maid replied ; 
Go to some flirting fair, and doleful be, 
But never hope encouragement from me. 



Oh ! hadst thou seen Amyntor — seen his look ! 
Downwards he sank ; — the rose his cheek forsook : 
Death then *s my portion (so he said) — the end 
Of all my toils — the wretch's last, best friend ! 



But, Celia, I accuse not : 'tis the fruit — 
" Thy person I reject not, but thy suit : — 
So spake th' angelic maid : him she beheld 
With tenderest eye, and all his fears dispelled : 
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'^ The fondest passion loyes not much, dear youth, 
'^ So meek a test of constancy and truth : 
<<Be resolute, be just, and, as you find, 
^^ We pretty maidens are not long unkind/* 
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THE HARD HAND. 



** But now those white unblemished manners, whence 

The fabling poets took their golden age, 

Are found no more amid these iron times, 

lliese dregs of life !"—— » 

Thompson. 



Give me thy hand, my honest friend : I prize 

The substance of its rugged coat, that gives 

A promise of the radiant gem within ; 

Like diamond crust or pearly shell, which shew 

As dingy foils to treasures hid beneath. 

Would there were many such as thine, as in 

The olden time ; when industry and zeal. 

With prudent circumspection, raised our sons. 

And made them independent and deserving. 

Then the rough hand and generous heart spread wide 
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The ample board ; whilst health and social joy 

Beamed on their feasts, and made the viands sweet : 

The aged and infirm were fed and clothed, 

Not by a sorry rate, and specious tale, 

But just economy and kindred care. 

The tender heart would then rejoice to help 

The indigent and sad, not through rank crimes 

And vice, but dire mishap and fate borne down : 

The streets were smiling, and each aspect wore 

The marks of cheerful plenty and content. 

But now a sickly pride and gaunt ambition, 

liUxed with a thirst for gold and empty shew. 

Usurp the place of righteous principles. 

Hence, all is wild confusion and dismay : 

The common herd would tread upon the heels 

Of their superiors and their rulers too. 

And gape for wealth, and fame, and power, and place ; 

As if the fair pre-eminence of rank 

Could tally with the base, ignoble crew. 

They fain would form them as the rich and great ; 

And if they fail of this, as fail they must. 
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Spite of their cunning sleight and antic wiles, 
(Just as the fabled frog outvied the ox). 
They prey, like locusts, on society, 
And curse the land with villany and woe. 
Corruption saps of health the very core, 
Cabals and clubs discordant reign around. 
Morality becomes a butt for scoff, 
And Holy Writ a subterfuge for gain. 
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I KNOW NOT. 

ON READING CERTAIN PLAINTIVE VERSES 
ADDRESSED BY A LADY TO A FEMALE FRIEND. 



Mysterious Lines ! I know not why Uis, 
But they with cares have filled nay breast; 

Yet this I know, in vain to try 'tis 
To give my anxious spirit rest. 



I know thy Muse doth much aggrieve thee, 
For thou art generous, kind, and true ; 

And Hope, I trust, will ne'er deceive thee, 
But live thy life to cheer thee through. 



I KNOW NOT. 175 



I feel most sad, I know not wherefore, 
That precious tears should fall from thee ; 

Those gems celestial prithee spare, for 
All well is, was, and still shall be. 



Faith is the soul's securest stay : then 
Let All, sweet maid, be thy delight ; 

To all that is or was say Amen, 
And all the future will be right.^ 



• " Whatever is is right." 

Pope. 
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THE TRIUMPH. 



ON BEING REQUESTED TO WRITE SOMETHING. 



Exegi moDnmentam sere perennius. , 

HoR. Ep. 



Can I refuse 

To ^ing or write ? 

The stars incite ; — 
Urania is ray Muse. 



Well ! I '11 begin ; 

How happy I 

My skill to try, 
Could I her smiles but win ! 
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E'en should she frown, 

Should stars and ail 

Decree my fall, 
Her voice she*ll ne'er disown. 



One foe I see : 

Alas ! I fear 

Some rival near, — 
'Tis peering Jealousy. 



Bowstring the sprite ; 
No mercy shew. 
Draw tight the bow, 

I can't endure his sight. 



The feat is done : 

With laureate bine 

My brows entwine. 
The glorious prize I've won. 
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I say Uis done : 
Let trump of Fame 
Resound my name^ 

Until your ears it stun. 
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LOVE ME LITTLE, LOVE ME LONG, 



A SONG. 



I do not think these flaming courtships last : 

They speak too much : 
Ah ! no, th' evaporation soon is past. 

1 like not such : 
I want no words with passion strong ; 
So, love me little, love me long. 



What though the amorous spark should prostrate be- 

The welkin ring 
With vows most sacred, on his bended knee; 

Hear no such thing : 
No v{|f)ourings to truth belong. 

But Love, though little, still live^ long. 
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And, should^st thou, then, defer the promised bliss. 

How ardent he ; 
But, if thou deign'st to grant a special kiss. 

Away he'll flee; 
Thus, dire vexations on thee throng ; 
Then, love a little, and love long. 



1 own that some will worship to excess : 

What follows then ? 
They quickly loathe thiue innocent coress: 

Thus 'tis with men ; — 
Now they're not right, and now they're wrong; 
Little they cannot love, nor long. 



But swains who eye their nymphs with temperate joy 

Are wiser far ; 
No freaks witl goad them, nor possession cloy. 

Your peace to mar : 
With these, delights are ever young; 
For, loving little, they love long. 
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WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM. 



*' Those who cannot write, and those who can. 
All rhyme, and scrawl, and scribble to a man." 

Pope. 



As honey dravrs the bees from home, 

To store it in the honeycomb ; 

As clearest suns, on summer-day, 

Shew insects in their plumage gay ; 

As narrow channels teem with fish. 

And furnish many a dainty dish ; 

As trees in spring, with many heaves. 

Push forth their buds, and eke their leaves ; 

As April suns yield many a shower; 

As May produces many a flower ; 
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As supper-tables, in a trice, 

Bring out the sensHiTe starveling mice ; 

As fairest forms require some clothes ; 

As shoes contain both heels and toes ; 

As chandler's garments smell of oil ; 

As soldiers gain their lawless spoil ; 

As hands of misers grasp at pelf; 

As pans hold meal though made of delf ; 

As purest streams mix many waters ; 

As Noah 'gat both sons and daughters ; 

As beauties rare attract rare beaux ; 

As fenceless fields are strewed with crows ; 

As mines increase in hidden treasures ; 

As March ('tis said) has many weathers ; 

As Albion's soil abounds with coal ; 

As 'lections bring all sorts to poll ; 

As markets ring with hum and bustle ; 

As courts together lawyers hustle ; 

As thirsty travellers seek for drink ; 

So does white paper gather ink. 
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INCONSISTENCY. 



Who sorrow feels oft wears a smiling face. 
Who most would claim will soonest meet disgrace. 
Who guilty is seems foremost to cry thief. 
Who hates reproof reproving in is chief. 
Who longest lives will see the shortest day. 
Who talks the most has still the most to say. 
Who seeks for wealth the poorest ypu will find, 
If not in purse, at least in heart and mind. 
The generous soul will give his all away ; 
Grant, lend, be bound — do any thing but pay. 
Here wisest looks conceal an einpty pate : 
There abject slaves are ministers of state. 
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Enclianting beauties may displeasing proTe, 

Not for withholdiDg but dispensing love. 

And some true lovers, if tbey set tbeir foot 

On foreign land, will take a substitute. 

The niggard who would save a candle's end, 

In useless liveries large sums will spend ; 

While others ostentatiously give cheer 

One day, and starve throughout the rest o*th year. 

The student scofis at wisdom and renown. 

His hearths ambition is to know the town. 

The statesman, busied with a natioa*s cares. 

Is still more eager in porsait of bares. 

Sweet Miss who shrinks at visionary paio. 

Unmoved will hear of many thousands slain. 

Stout veterans who brave death's armed host. 

Will sometimes fear Ike semblanee of a ghost. 

The loftv sprite Ike world's too straight for whom, 

Sits now a pot^eompaniow witk a groom : 

And demagt^wes. who hate tke name of pension. 

Will l;ike the thine it:$<^ withont cwntewtion. 
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The gamester stakes what to his wife^s most due. 
But honorably pays his I. O. U. 
The man of feeling, if he begs, has sorrow ; 
But with a smirking face can freely borrow. 
A trifle give thy friend, most grateful he ; 
Give him thy all, he'll turn his back on thee. 
When life is gay, thy friends around thee press; 
They shun thee poor, — it pains them thy distress. 
How shall a man consistent prove ? If bent 
On "Virtue, Truth, and Love," by calm content. 



A A 
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REGRET. 



The grass grows, 

The hay charms, 
The flower blows, 

The sun warms ; 
But never can my soul unfold, 
My spirit's dead — my heart is cold 



The grass's mown. 

The hay drawn. 
The flower borne, 

The sun gone ; 
What once I knew no more will be, 
And all I loved is fled from me. 
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My tears rise, 

Sighs swell, 
Hope dies, 

Joys fail : 
Glad wishes now are at an end ; 
No comfort have I, nor a friend. 
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THE GALLANT SHIP. 



The gallant ship the ocean braTes, 
She is well found and manned ; 

Committed to the winds and waves, 
She quits the friendly land. 



Majestic as she sweeps along. 
With joy the crew behold 

Her lofty sails, her bulwarks strong, 
Her head of splendid gold. 



But soon the fanning breezes swell. 

The dingy clouds arise ; 
Right onward they her speed impel — 

The foaming vessel flics. 
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The tempest rages dark as night, 
ContendiDg skies are met ; 

Alas ! her ballast is too light, 
The tovveilifg ship's upset. 



Another sea-boat marks her fate, 
Of sail«9h<i>'H ^bl&^ n& n^ore-;-^ 

Thli ctieW tbek eitor find too* late, 
This teseel'dnTes on-slfroro. 



SaitotfS) I py^^'on yo4iva»ifi(|ii, 

The moval of m^y tale : — 
IP foM'fe Widll' BallastlBd^ why then, . 

Be sur6 you carry saiU 
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DESPAIR. 



Hence Revelry, and Mirth, and giddy Sport ; 
Ye are my bane : my soul is not attuned 
To strains like yours ; ye seem to me discordant. 
Rather would I hear the screech-owrs note. 
The raven^s croaking, or the roar of tigers. 

There was a time indeed, 
1 owned your sway, and felt your gay delights — 
Could tread the flowery meads, and taste of joy. 
Ah ! then 1 dreamt of bliss— of bliss that Tanished 
like a morning dream ; but now *tis past. 
Hideous to me ye *re grown, and fearful too. 
As grim hyenas laughing on their prey ; 
Sharper your bite than guileful serpents* tooth. — 

Come then Distraction, 
And fasten on the dKiids of tlus frail brain : 
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Dispel these fearful reminiscences. 

Oil ! could 1 but forget I was a mun, 

And sink oblivious into nothingness ! 

No, it cannot be ; the spirit's strivings 

Sleep not, and all is madness and dismay. 

A fierce volcano now consumes my blood, 

I do not rave ; the tempest howls within me. — 

Ye Furies, tear apart the bonds of life. 

Chase from this Earth the harmonies of luvc, 

Break dovvii the stay of Universal Nature, 

Resolve its tieacheroua elements to atoms; 

And, 'midst a general wreck and desolation, 

Crush ye the hopes and joys of faithless man. 

Ye have let loose your vengeance on my head, 

Now rend my heart-strings too. Your further rage 

Is weak and powerless now : how tame it seems I 

Strike borne your rankling shafts, and be not slow. — 

But ye have done your worst. By this faint smile 

I welcome thee, O Death : once many friends 

I boasted, but my last and best art thou. 



1 
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EVENING. 



** While the soft zephyr vlvH»en through tk^ vale, 
And sweetly channts the lonely nightingale, 
Delighting silence with ber ckiloet «oiee ;"— - 

Bird. 



'Tis Evening, and the twilight's parting gleam 
Is siDking into night :.-r-how soft the air 
Breathes o'er the yielding spirit, now at rest 1 
All nature's voice seems hushed to lonely stilloessy- 
A stillness how 4lelight(iil ! interrupted 
Only by the nightingale's sweet wai'bling-r- 
The note of love. The shaded valley fades, 
Soothing, in soft retirement from the sight, 
Yet seems arrayed in peaceful, placid grandeur^ 
And mildest harmonies. The mazy river. 
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Flowing, in folds irriguous, along 
The lengthened landscape, far and wide outspreads 
Its mellowing lustre 'midst the halcyon scene. 
Sweet Contemplation ! in this tranquil hour, 
Fain would I greet thy smiles, thy pure delights, 
And own the master-spirit, whose mild power 
Inspires the heart with gratitude and joy, 
And animates the hopes of heedless man. 
In moments such as these the raptured soul 
Swells with the thought too big for utterance ! 
And oft in memory's musings are retraced 
The rich and pictured tints of by-gone years. 
Which like the glowing mantle of the west. 
Seem fairest in the distance. At such a time 
How sordid and how mean appears the city — 
Its ceaseless din, its revellings unhallowed ! 
At such a time, the blind and groTclling care. 
The busy pride of weak and restless men 
Seem to the elevated mind no more 
Than puny justlings of the insect-tribes. 



B B 
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THE CHURCH- YARD. 



^ There the wicked ceafe fwcm ffenbliay. 
There the weary be at rest." 

Job. 



How sacred this sequestered spot ! 

How blessed this silent shade ! 
Where, all their cares and griefs forgot^ 

Repose th* obliyious dead. 



No sounds can now disturb their rest. 
No Yoice their peace can break ; 

But yet these heaps, in turf-green dressed. 
How eloquent they speak ! 
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Here they the tolls of Earth forego^ 
lo their last slumbers laid ; 

No fearful Ills molest them now, 
No foes their dalm invade. 



No more they troubles now lament, 
No more their sins bewail ; 

The wicked now no more torment, 
Nor envious fiends assail. 



Yes ! they have found a sure retreat, 
A cure for all their pains ; 

For God will guard the refuge sweet 
Which he himself ordains. 



In their long borne no follies rise, 
Satan no more enchains ; 

And Mercy^s angel, from the skies, 
Will wash out all their stains. 
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Stay, Omy soul, in holiest mood. 

Around their lowly bed ; 
For Oh ! 'tis sweet, 'tis passing goed^ 

To greet the pious dead. 



Why sheuld we vainly wish to live^ 
And spend our fleeting breath ;. 
ris virtue only that can give 
A lasting boon in death. 



it: 



JUNE 18th, 1815. 



That fearful day, near Waterloo, 
Fauie's Champion-chiefs first met; 

And that fierce day the French did rue- 
The Star of Gallia set. 
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THE MAID£N OF TH£ MERE. 



A BALLAD. 



'' Far in the wiodiogs of a vale, 

Fant by a sheltering wood. 
The safe retreat of health and peace, 

A bumble cottage stood. 

There beanteom Emma flonrisbed fair, 

Beneath a mother's eye, 
Whose only wish on earth was now 

To see her blest and die." 

Mailbt* 



Far from the lures of balls and plays^ 
Which damsels hold so dear^ 

A beauteous Tirgio passed her days — 
The Maiden of the Mere« 
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Her lips were like the tender rose. 

Fresh-opening to the view ; 
As fragrance from that sweet flower flows^ 

Her breath shed perfume too. 



Her \ivid eyes which shone so bright. 
Immersed in heavenly hue. 

Beamed like the blissful orbs of light 
Amidst cerulean blue. 



The bloom which spread on her fair cheek 
Was caught from orient skies : 

Such tints in vernal mornings break, 
When smiling suns first rise. 



In innocence this maiden grew 
Her parents* hope and joy ; 

But few there were their cottage knew. 
Their bliss none sought t' alloy. 
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Obscure, and in affection^s arms. 
They wished through life to steal ; 

But maids who own such matchless charms 
No solitudes conceal. 



A cruel spoiler won her heart. 

Usurped a noble name ; 
And wrongful nuptials, by his art, 

Robbed her of peace and fame. 



Ah ! who could succour, wba could save ; 

What voice her spirit cheer I 
Alas ! she found an early grave — 

The Maiden of the Mere. 



The village maids will oft repair 
Around her tomb-stone drear. 

And strew fresh flowerets a*er the fair-~ 
The Maiden of the Mere. 
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THE REJECTED SUIT. 



<' Man as be U." 



Many a measure and many a match, 
Many a song and many a catch ; 
Many a tie and many a tag, 
Many a box and many a bag; 
I Ml freely give, dear Kate, to thee. 
If my true lovier thou wilt be. — 



I do not want your measures and matches, 
Nor yet your songs, nor yet your catches ; 
What are your ties and tags to me. 
Your bags and all your trumpery ; 
For 1 can gather my cresses from dykes. 
And I loves to go wherever I likes. — 



THE REJECTED SUIT. 
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Many a bite and many a buss, 
Many a freak and many a fuss. 
Many a hoist and many a hug. 
Many a mess and many a mug ; 
Ail tliese and more Vl\ gWe to thee. 
If my true lovier thou wilt be. — 



Keep to yourself your bites and busses ; 
I care not for your freaks and fudses ; 
Your hoists and hugs I like not mttch; 
Your mess and mug I will not touch : 
For I can gather my cresses from dykes. 
And I loves to do whatever I likes. 



c c 



202 



THE OLD EUROPA. 



Once on a time, think onU who can. 
From England sailed an Indiaman ; 
She had for head a saracen. 
Her ribs were lined iwith fighting men. 
Her cable-tier held many a groper. 
For so it fared in th* Old Europa. . 



In dungeon deep, as is the fashion. 
The merry mids took ap their station ; 
On th* Orlop, near the hatchway stair. 
Their glimmering lamp was pent in air : 
These waggish wights cured cTcry moper. 
For so it fared in th* Old Europa. 
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Ob ! great were H — , L — , S — , and P — ; 
And scarce less great were C — , and B— : 
But one (" L listen, T to my tale,") 
Was truest friend in calm or gale, 
And often chid and cheered each toper, 
For so it fared in th^ Old Europa. 



Some imps infernal, so they seemed. 
With every kind of mischief teemed : — 
Singing, swearing, drinking, boasting, 
Dashing, powdering, plagueing, roastin 
Old Nick was then no interloper. 
But welcome found in th* Old Europa. 






Sometimes the jovial can went round. 
And fleshly guests their places found : — 
W — the active, B — d still. 
And H — the great, would bumpers fill i 
Drink and debauchery were proper ; 
No ship was like the Old Europa. 
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Maddening mirth and grinning gambols^ 
Hellish roars and raging rambles ; 
All this was regular and sure, 
But cobbing-boards who could endure ! 
True is the muse ; but 'tis a faux-pas 
To tell old tales of th* Old Europa, 
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NOTIONS. 



** At once, I'll tell thee our opiuion, 
Concerning woman's soft dominion." 

BVRON. 



How strange the notions that we meet 

In every alley, lane, and street.— 

Flounced dames, renouncing fries and ferrets, 

Thus best bespeak their daughters* merits : 

(Who has not heard such vulgar fury !) 

My girl's a lady 1 assure ye. — 

lx>ok at her sense and education. 

Fit to adorn the btghesi station : 

She went to boarding-school, you know, 

Where every thing is taught, I trow : 

So very clever &he*s in botany, 

She'll take your flowers, if you've g«it 'uy. 



Besiiles she shines in etyinoUigy, 
Lo^ic, and lures, and luvc-paUiology ; 
And pierces flies, and spins theology. 
Ilf r ken to history extends, 
She 'h kings and queens at fingers' ends. 
In novel-readings she expert is 
From Walter up to Hays and Curteis. 
And then she siogs a sweet soprano, 
And plays so pretty and piano. 
You never saw so fine a figure ' 
Pity she isn't a little bigger ! 
For, you must know, she's learnt to dance. 
And, more than that, she's been to France : 
I 'II warrant that my Bell possesses 
The nicest taste in sprigs and dresses. 
And so relinedly she talks : 
You cannot think how well she walks ! — 
Now hear, for once, good Mistress Quiltit, 
On sand's your house, whoever built it. 
And do yuu think your minx a Irenaure P 
ic or profit bring or pleasure? 
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Pray, what are all her gallic notions — 

Her lures, and languisbings, and lotions ; 

Her taste for novels and romances. 

Her butterflies and paper fancies ? — 

What all her airs and tricksy deeds ? 

Will these supply a husband^s needs ? — 

Will they, when he droops in pain, 

Restore him to his health again ? 

Can studied gait and leering eye 

Or mend a shirt or make a pie ? 

You praise her learning and her sense, 

But have forgot obedience. 

What, tell me, 'vails your lip-religion 

At home, or in domestic region ?— 

Docs it reveal a moral beauty ? 

Does it enjoin a feminine duty ? 

Though small your pet in sense and stature, 

These might be balanced by good*nature ; 

But you have sown the seeda of strife— 

Of vanity would make a wife* 
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Trust me, my dear, with guile t* enchain. 
Women may strive, but strive in vain. — 
The hearts of men, however vicious, 
Are seldom won by ways factitious : 
And, though they at your follies wink. 
They Ve not so simple as you think. 
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A SKETCH. 



** Formed by the Graces, loveliness itself!" 

Thompson. 



Yes, she is beautiful. Ah ! beautiful 

Beyond compare. — Her form is symmetry 

Itself; and, when she moves, the Graces sport 

Around her, and improve her charms. Sweetness 

And affability rest on her brow : 

Her features, wrought in perfect harmony 

And loveliness, speak from the inmost soul 

The language of intelligence and bliss — 

Of bliss derived from piety and love. 

Her lustrous eye beams with benignity, 

And ever«cheering truth. — Oh ! she is fairest 

Of the lovely sex — of womankind. 

The dignity and radiance of her mien 



T1.0 n 
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mil the nicked dread. 



Her countenance, ingenuouij and frank. 

Invites sweet friendships' warmth ; and glowing health 

Plays on her cheek, and tunes ihe heart to joy ; 

But who can rate the [lerfume of her breatli. 

Sweeter than summer-breeze and flowery meads j 

Or the rich rubies of her modest lips. 

Or the melodious accents of her voice. 

And can such excellence be mere material — 

Merc dust ascending from our native earth ! 

Ah ! no, these charms divine have spirit too. 

The most exalted and refined. 'Tis Virtue 

And Religion only that sublime 

Our sensual faculties. — And her religioi 

Is a spring uf action, not a creed, 

Or fading, evanescent sentiment: 

Hope is its grateful gift, and God its guide. 

Happy the man whom Providence, in bounty, 

May bless with this deposit; happier still 

If he deserve her love, for on her tongue 

nrcnthes soft the law of kindness and of peace. 
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FRIENDSHIP. 

A SONNET. 



<* L* Amitie est L' Amour sans ailes." 

French Phovero. 



Read stranger, lines to thee addressed. — 

Hast thou a virtuous mind, 

And canst thou friendship find, 
Then, indeed, thou 'rt truly blessed. 
Thy friend is generous, firm, and true ; 

His purse and store to tbee 

Will ever open be ; 
His heart and hand thy joys renew. 
Sweet Friendship, little understood, 

Thou solace of the heart. 

Thy blandishments impart ; 
For thou art htfly, just, and good. 
Thy sympathies our frailties will endure ; 
Thou art allied to Love, but still of faith more pure. 
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NAPOLEON THE GREAT. 



" Ant Caesar ant nullus." 



Far in the lone Atlantic wave, 
Under a willow's shade, 

Remote and peaceful is the grave 
Where great Napoleon's laid. 



The clarion's sound, the cannon's peal. 

No more salute his ears ; 
His country's glory and her weal 

No more employ his cares. 
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Nourished in camps, and bred in wars, 

Amidst convulsive strife, 
He wore the laurels of applause 

Won by a victor^s life. 



When Tyranny, in Freedom's name. 
Had trampled on the throne, 

Fiercely he fought for patriot fame, — 
He reared a patriot crown. 



Armed in defence of Gallia's cause, 
Upheld by sovereign will. 

Him, who dispensed to Europe laws. 
No balls had power to kill. 



Ardent bis soul as tropic beat, 
And quenchless as the sun. 

Firm as the rock of bis retreat. 
He triumphed when undone. 
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Capacious his excursive mind 
As ocean's billowy dome. 

His sway a coutinent could bind. 
An island is his tomb. 



Yes ! Saint Helena's rock's the shrine 

Of his undying name ; 
And mighty monarchies combine 

To consecrate his fame. 



Their fears his dread supremacy, 
E'en when he sank, disclose : 

Those fears will live in history 
The offering of his foes. 



Their shafts against his star on high, 
Though leaguer-nations hurled, 

He shines a sainted destiny-^ 
The wonder of the world. 
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His country^s glory and her zeal, 

Were centred fast in hin) ; 
He sought no separate, sceptred weal. 

Her trophies bright to dim. 



Ambition urtred his patriot might 
To empire truly great ; 

His single presence put to flight 
A king, enthroned in state. 



Foremost he marched, and solely on, 
His wrested crown to seize ; 

The shout of Vive Napoleon 
O'erthrew his enemies. 



On their undaunted chieftain's aim ■ 
The nation set a price high : 

Well might their Caesar then exclaim 
His " Veni, Vidi, Vici.'' 
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What he achieved, and what he won. 
Is known to Europe well ; 

But what for France Her hero's done. 
For Frenchmen *tis to tell. 



(Say not the Gauls are idly brave, 
And woo each changeful hour ; 

Their hopes are shrouded in bis grave. 
But own bis sacred power. 



Ab ! they bave flounced a restless night. 

But now *tis dawn of day ; 
A better vision claims the sight. 

The sprites bave passed away.) 



And Gallia will his glory rate. 

Invincible, and power; 
Transcendent o'er the momes of state. 

And minions of an hour. 
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His waving banners floated high, 
Above the prostrate foe : 

His eaglets dart along the sky, 
And hostile bands crouch low. 



From Mauritania to the Isles, 

Vassals their suit addressed 
To him, their sovereign lord, with smiles , 

The Emperor of the West. 



The Pyrenees and Alpine height, 

To his tremendous sway, 
Rocks, rivers, wilds, awed by his might, 

Ope wide a level way. 



The capitol and towering dome 
No longer seem to frown ; 

Behold ! a tributary Rome 
Presents the iron crown. 



E E 
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Trust me, my dear, with guile t' enchain, 
Women may strive, but strive in vain. — 
The hearts of men, however vicious, 
Are seldom won by ways factitious : 
And, though they at your follies wink. 
They Ve not so simple as you think. 
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A SKETCH. 



'^Formed by the Graces, loveliness itself!" 

Thompson, 



Yes, she is beautiful. Ah ! beautiful 

Beyond compare. — Her form is symmetry 

Itself; and, when she moves, the Graces sport 

Around her, and improve her charms. Sweetness 

And affability rest on her brow : 

Her features, wrought in perfect harmony 

And loveliness, speak from the inmost soul 

The language of intelligence and bliss — 

Of bliss derived from piety and love. 

Her lustrous eye beams with benignity. 

And ever-cheering truth. — Oh ! she is fairest 

Of the lovely sex — of womankind. 

The dignity and radiance of her mien 

D o 
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The good must worship, and the wicked dread. 

Her countenance, ingenuous and frank, 

Invites sweet friendships^ warmth ; and glowing health 

Plays on her cheek, and tunes the heart to joy : 

But who can rate the perfume of her breath. 

Sweeter than summer-breeze and flowery meads ; 

Or the rich rubies of her modest lips. 

Or the melodious accents of her voice. 

And can such excellence be mere material — 

Mere dust ascending from our native earth ! 

Ah ! no, these charms divine have spirit too. 

The most exalted and refined. *Tis Virtue 

And Religion only that sublime 

Our sensual faculties. — And her religion 

Is a spring of action, not a creed. 

Or fading, evanescent sentiment: 

Hope is its grateful gift, and God its guide. 

Happy the man whom Providence, in bounty. 

May bless with this deposit ; happier still 

» 

If he deserve her love, for on her tongue 
Breathes soft the law of kindness and of peace. 
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FRIENDSHIP. 

A SONNET. 



<* L* Amitie est L' Amour sans ailes." 

French Pkovero. 



Read stranger, lines to thee addressed. — 

Hast thou a virtuous mind, 

And canst thou friendship find, 
Then, indeed, thou 'rt truly blessed. 
Thy friend is generous, firm, and true ; 

His purse and store to thee 

Will ever open be ; 
His heart and hand thy joys renew. 
Sweet Friendship, little understood. 

Thou solace of the heart. 

Thy blandishments impart ; 
For thou art holy, just, and good. 
Thy sympathies our frailties will endure ; 
Thou art allied to Love, but still of faith more pure. 
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O Meara, in a twofold sense, 
Dispensed the healing art : 

The Emperor, then, found firm defence 
In one true British heart. — 



Hail ! good Samaritans, who passed 

Not on ^*the other side"; 
Who cheered his spirit to the last. 

And mourned him when he died.— 



Then 'tw^s, the slime of vulgar spleen 
Would tarnish his bright crown : 

Its caitiff-toils, so dully mean. 
Reached not his high renown. 



Indignantly he wrongs sustained. 
And spurned each low design : 

A Power supreme, he knew, ordained 
His diadem to shine. 
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And great Napoleon Fame defines, 
'Midst wars' and factions' rage, 

By mighty deeds and grand designs, 
The glory of his age. 



And History will her page adorn 

With his effulgence bright, 
Which countless myriads, yet unborn, 
Will hail with fond delight. 
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EPIGRAM. 



MyriiUo asked fair Julia's taste. 
If she should nothing grudge. 

About the Beautiful and Chaste : 
Said she, I am no Judge. 



A verdict on what's most refined 
Is yours, said he, I 'sure ye ; 

The Muses and the Graces joined. 
Together make a Jury. 
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PRIVATION. 



Hast thou e'er seen a pearly fish, 

The cuniiiDg angler's glittering priee ; 

Denied its element and wish, 
How soon it pants, bow soon it dies. 



Or hast thou seen a favorite plant, 
When severed from its native mould ; 

It pines and languishes in want. 
It withers, and its days are told. 



Or hast thou seen a spreading flower. 
Deprived at once of warmth and light. 

Ceasing to bloom in bed or bower. 
Shut up its leaves, and close in night. 

F F 
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Just so thy loss would writhe my heart. 
And from my arms thy parting mo^e ; 

For thou aloue canst life impart 

To fond, and fixed, and faithful love. 
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ABSENCE. 



** All Nature fades, extioct ; and ibe alone 
Heard, felt, and seen, possesses every thought, 
Fills every sense, and pants in every vein." 

Thompson. 



I count the days, I count the hours, 
Since Sylvia, smiling, bade adieu : 

No more I seek the roseate bowers. 
Where her fair form no more I view. 



The plumy songsters swell their throats, 
The woods and fields around are gay ; 

But what are woods and warbling notes, 
With her all pleasure 's fled away ! 



228 ABWNCE. 



She promised that she'd soon return. 
In accents mild as April morn : 

Oh ! could I in such accents learn 
That I am not indeed forlorn. 



Blest are my hopes, but yet my fears 
Unbidden rise in this fond breast : 

Wh^t can allajr my anxious cares ; — 
What set my busy thoughts at rest I 



Ah ! cotul4 I once regaip mji pr4z^9 

Once pires3 her to n^y Uii;ol^binj^ he^t. 

Once read my bliss la lier soft ejes, 
We'd joia ouv bands, no n^re to p^ft. 
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NOT BBLtEVE ME ! 



Not believe me ! did I ever 
Make a faithless — vain endeavour 
To depart from thee ? No never. 



Not believe me ! ah ! 'twere new 

Should I once swerve from truth, when you 

As ^^ Truth's simplicity'' are true ! 



Not believe mc ! no deceit 

Could ever find a safe retreat 

Near the blest spot where thou art yet. 
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Not believe me ! could I part 
With the life-blood near my heart, 
Then nature I 'd resign for art. 



Not believe me ! thou art mere 
To me than transatlantic store, 
Or rich Golconda's shining ore. 



Not believe me ! false to thee ! 
A traitor to thy sovereignty ! 
Ah ! no, thy power is my plea. 
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ODE TO NATURE. 



'^ Hence men and beasts the breath of life obtain, 
And birds of air, and monsters of the main." 

Dryden. 



I. 

Spirit of peace ! 
O^er all the earth extends thy sway, 

Never to cease, 
^Til Time shall droop and die away : 
Let me, sweet Nature, at thy altar bend ; 
Inspire my unaffected numbers, and befriend 



II. 

All we see, 
Whether in water, earth, or air. 
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Thy sovereignty — 
Tliy plastic, yielding power declare : 
And, whatsoever within us is implant, 
Thy influence and force is still predominant. 



III. 

Yes, thou art mild — 
Thou rul'st with soil beAij^ity : 

As infant child 
Thou sportest innocent and free. 
All generous, faithful hearts, thy form admire ; 
Sweet is thy cheerful voice, and simple thine attire. 



IV. 

How bland thy Ineign ! 
With herbs and fruits are Crowned thy fields ; 

Nought lives in vain : 
Thy ocean deep prolific yields 
The finny race, and crusted fish ; dmdes 
And bounds the shores of ardvcrse nations witli its tides. 
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V. 

The insect tribe, 
Tliough but the beings of a day, 

Thy sweets imbibe, 
Thy beauty in their wings display ; 
And, sportive yet assiduous, they dart 
More vivid tints than grace the lauded limner's art. 



VI. 

The vocal groves, 
In harmony and joy, to thee 

Pour out their loves. 
And sing responsive notes and free ; 
Then, gaily soaring on their pinions, shew 
That thx)u art life and bliss to them, where'er they go. 



VII. 

The quadruped 
Seeks on his native earth bis food ; 

It is bis bed ; 
When smoothed by thee, no place is rude : 

G G 
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He draws from thee his nourishment and growth ; 
Each, in their several ways, tell of thy wondrous worth. 



VIII. 

But man alone. 
Regardless of thy kind decrees, 

Is to thy throne 
An envious rebel, who would seize 
Thy deified domain, and impious raise 
Those trophies to himself vihich are thy proper praise. 



IX. 

Yet vain he strives 
To reach supremacy, his bane ; 

No power that lives 
Can break thy pliant, golden chain : 
But all his efforts still the more reveal 
Thy splendors, which his mazy madness would conceal. 
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X. 

The hurricane 
So rages o*er the billowy deep : 

The dread volcan* 
So drives in air its deathly sweep : 
The trembling Earth, conYulsive, groans with pain. 
But soon her fiercest pangs bring blooming health again. 
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THE PEACHES. 



Once on a time, such was the rage. 

When birch brooms made boys learnM and sage. 

Not pampering the pretty dears 

With praises, sugar-plumbs, and leers ; 

A school-boy, so my story teaches, 

Stole from a pale bis master's peaches, 

And, as he was a waggish wight, 

He thus proclaimed his new-found right : 

Let him who has or cause or let 

Why this sweet fruit, which now has met 

My longing lips, should not be joined 

With them in holy wedlock, (mind !) 

Here to my face declare the wrong. 

Or ever after hold his tongue. — 



THE PEACHES. 237 



Silence consents :— delicious treat ! 
While he devours the tempting sweet. 
The pedant soon missed all bis peaches, 
And from a shelf the rod now reaches, 
An4 lays the culprit on the rack, 
Upon a brother sefaolar^s back ; 
When, brandishing on high the scourge, 
Thus chose, in turn, the bans to urge : — 
Let him who has just cause or let. 
Why this swift birch should not beset 
This boy's fair breech, with it to join 
In holy wedlock and entwine. 
At once declare it, said or sung. 
Or ever after hold his tongue. — 
I have, cried out the youth with speed, — 
Parties, dear Sir, are not agreed ; 
(For, though upraised in piteous plight, 
The boy was still a waggish wight) ; 
Not less congenial screams and drum 
Than bristling birch and boy's bare bum : 
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Matches like these, I need not state. 
Are always marked with fear and hate^ 
While we're informed by things above 
That holy union 's joined with love. — 
What followed close this close appeal 
The muse, for shame, must needs conceal* 
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THE LAST ROSE. 



An English Rose is always fine. 
Here sweete3t breath and blushes join ; 
But, after many presents past, 
I prize thee, for thou art the last. 



Faded and gone thy compeers hence. 

Yet still, delightful to the sense, 

I would inhale thy fragrant breath. 

Though frail the mound *twixt life and death. 



I Yiew thee in a blooming state, 
But see the parterre desolate ; 
And, when I feel that thou must die, 
I look upon thee mournfully* 



240 'THE LAST ROSE. 

Yet even through the drifted snow 
Sweet to the senses thou shalt grow ; 
In memory thy image come, 
And cheer my heart 'midst winter's gloom. 
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THE METAMORPHOSIS. 



A FABLE. 



A monkey, bred in foreign clime, 
(No matter how long since the time). 
Who, stung, alas ! with mad ambition, 
To his estate pined for addition ; 
Thought, by exerting all his tricking. 
He might obtain some pretty picking ; 
And, wantoning in wealth, might soon 
Become a mighty great baboon ; 
So hied him to the sylvan court. 
Where fauns and satyrs dance and sport. 
Arrived, with art most sinister. 
He thus addressed the minister :— 

fi II 
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I 'm come to solicit, please Your Grace, 
Under your patronage a place, 
And that, I am informed, now reaches 
To all the growing nuts and peaches : 
Appoint me sole. Sir, if you please, 
Superintendant of the trees. 
Depend upon it, when I mount 'm, 
1*11 render you a good account o*m. — 
The satyr listened to his suit. 
But would not yield the autumn fruit. 
So kept the peaches from his gripe. 
And always said they were not ripe. 
At length pug of his courtship tires. 
And cannot rein his keen desires, 
Preferring claims importunate. 
Quickly his appetite he sate : 
At this the grandee takes offenee. 
Regardless of his high pretence ; 
So with a crab-tree stroke relentless lays him flat, 
And loyal pug, reformed, springs up a democrat. 
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TO HOPE. 



A SONNET. 



** With thee, sweet Hope, resides the heavenly light, 
That pours remotest rapture on the sight : 
Thine is the charm of life's bewildered way. 
That calls each slumbering passion into play." 

Campbell. 



Sweet solace of the human breast, 
Blest image of what most we love, 

Bland Hope, thou succour of th* oppressed, 
Angelic form from realms above ; 

Thou canst the raging passions sooth, 
'Tis thine to ease the aching heart, 
To bid from woe each pang depart. 

The rugged ills of life to smooth : — 
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Revisit now my eager sight. 

Oh ! come again, with pleasure joined. 
Shed thy soft influence o'er my mind ; 

But lead me not in yisions bright. 
As erst, illusive : let thy flatteries cease ; 
Point not to fancied bliss, but give me peace. 



245 



REST YE MINUTES. 



A SONG. 



When life is gay, and joys abound. 
When Beauty hears the lover^s plea, 

When pleasures wheel their airy round. 
Rest, rest, ye minutes, then, with me. 



When life is sad, and joys are fled, 
When Love laments his destiny. 

When sorrows press, and hope is dead. 
Fly, fly, ye minutes, far from me. 



When Celia yields the promised bliss. 
When liove inspires his high decree, 

When Heayen awards tlie faithful kiss. 
Ah ! rest^ ye minutei, rest with me. 
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But when her absence I deplore. 
Her witching charms no more I see, 

Speed, speed away, and stay no more ;• 
P'y» flyi y® minutes, fast from me. 
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MY BEST WISHES. 



TO CEUA, ON HER MARRIAGE. 



May hope's cheering^ raj 
Id joor boson row stay : 
May yoor ereRiags aRd aijlits 
ReprodRee sweet defights, 
ARd eaeh risiRg HMTR 
New graces adora ; — 
New pleasares arise. 
To beaai ia tkose eyes* 
May fnemMnp aad lore 
YoRT lopptRess proire^ — 
Felieiiy !»<»• r 
To tme hearts alMie. 
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May your children inherit 
Your form and your spirit, 
And each brinfi^ you joy, 
Whether girl or a boy ; 
Taste, feeling, and sense, 
Mark their excellence : 
May they prize, in their youth. 
Justice, Mercy, and Truth, 
And charm with those beauties- 
Affectionate duties. 
And may virtuous controul 
Sink deep in the soul. 
And piety rest 
On lovers thus blest. 
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THEN WILL I FORGET MY LOVE, 



A SONG. 



The merchant ranging India's shore, 
In hopes of adding to bis store. 
Should he forget for what he strove. 
Then will I forget my love. 



The seaman guided by bis star. 
Through tempests, o*er tbe waves afar, 
Can he forget the light above. 
Then will I forget my love. 

I I 
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The ransomed prisoner set free, 
And resctied from his slavery, 
If he from pains forget to move, 
Then will I forget my love. 



The songsters 'neath the summer sun. 
Or aimed at by the fowler's gun, 
When they forget the sheltering grove. 
Then will I forget my love. 



When flowerets blossom in the spring. 
And all the hive is on the wing, 
And bees abroad forget to rove. 
Then will I forget my love. 



Could heaven's wide flood-gates pour forth rain, 
And drown the world with tears again, 
And Noah, regardless, loose his dove, 
Then might I forget my love. 
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Should rapturous Hymen light the way 
To a far brighter — warmer day, 
Then it will be for me to prove 
I never will forget my love. 



• I 



. . . : i 
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1 LOVE THEE. 



**The youngy the old, have worn the chains of love, 
Let those, they ne'er confined^ my lay reprove." 

Byron. 



I lov6 thee as the lily fair, 
The sweetest of the vale, 

That gives its perfume to the air 
By which we life inhale. 



I love thee as the dulcet notes 

Of songsters in the grove. 
When they uplift their warbling throats^ 

And chaunt to Heaven above. 
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I love theo as the rainbow-shower, 

Refreshing all below, 
When naan feels most its ardent power, 

Beneath the sun^s bright glow. 



I love thee with the same delight 
That's his who far must roam, 

When, 'mid the wintry storms of night. 
He finds his own sweet home. 



I love thee, as the lark, upborne. 

Ascending to the sky. 
Delights to hail the sprightly morn, 

And spring to liberty. 



I love thee, as the care-worn wight, 
By wakeful thoughts still torn. 

After a weary, restless night, 
Joys at a new day's dawn. 
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I love thee with an equal glow, 
That to the heart is given, 

When Icelanders, ^midst arctic snow, 
Behold the light of Heaven, 



I love thee with a tearful joy, 
Such as a lif^^-hoat, manned, 

Gives to the ship^ivreeked sailor-boy, 
When bearing him to land. 
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FAREWELL! SWEET MAID. 



Farewell ! sweet maid, those heavenly charms 
Were born to bless another's arms ; 
Yet, ah ! — vain words alone can tell — 
Though we must part, 1 love thee well. 



Farewell! and, though estranged from me. 
For ever happy mayest thou be ; 
Yet when thy thoughts' in raptures swell. 
Despise not one who loves thee well. 



Farewell ! again, let not thy fate 

Be cast with the unfortunate; 

Yet, when thou hear'st my funeral knell, 

Say ^^ He was one who loved me well/' 
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LIVE AGAIN. 



Live again, ye blushing flowers. 
Mix your sweets in roseate bowers ; 
Blossoms open to the view, 
When my Celiacs seen with you. 



Vernal airs, salute each bloom. 
And imbibe its sweet perfume ; 
Spread a soft enchantment round, 
Where my true love's to be found 



Warblers, raise your notes on high. 
Point them upwards to the sky ; 
And, from the blissful, groves, upraise 
Her soul to harmony and praise. 
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droves^ stretch forth your grateful shade. 
And safe protect the lovely maid 
From the fierce sun's meridian heat, 
In tby sacred, blest retreat. 



Ocean, hush thy billowy sweep. 
With zephyrs spread the mighty deep ; 
Yet, proudly swell thy waves to land. 
When light she treads the briny strand. 



Borders of the Northern Sea, 
Greet her with scenes of gaiety ; 
And let youf sprightly wavelets shew 
There still is bliss at Felixtow. 



Purest streams, her eyes, at even, 
Salute with her sweet cast in heaven ; 
And woo her ear, each murmuring rill. 
When all, but love, besides, is still. 



K K 
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Stars emit your brightest rays. 
Propitious meet her radiast gaze ; 
Aod mooB-beams, floatiag in the sky^ 
Your mildness yield to her soft eye. 



Hovering angels^ guard tbe fair^ 
Take her to your kindred care ; 
Andy Mritb seraphic flame^ impart 
Your bply niissioii to her heart. 



Wben^ ia sweet sleepi^ my dear finds rest. 
In fairest forma be fancy drest, 
Andy drawing life fVom stores above. 
May she awake to joy and love. 
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STAR-LIGHT. 



<' The full ethereal round , 
Infinite worlds disclesing to the view. 
Shines oat intensely keen ; and all one cope 
Of starry glitter, glows from [^ole to pole.*' 

Thompson. 



Hast thou not felt. 
In a serene but darkling night, 

An awe that dwelt 
On thy lorn spirit, *neath the bright 

Ethereal orbs on high, 

Poised in the ambient sky, 
Whose beams effulgent blais^ in mute sublimity. 
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I, too, have known 
Such placid impress on the soul^ 

When thus they shone ; 
Arresting^ by its sweet controul^ 

Disquietudes so rife^ 

The waywardness of strife, 
And all the giddy vanities that cling to life. 



Whence the charm. 
The mind, subdued, to elevate^ 

And to disarm 
The ills of this inferior state ; 
The self-same sky is cast. 
Its splendors still must last, 
Yet cannot I renew those visions long since past ? 



*Twas innocence 
And purity, within thy breast. 

That lulled the sense. 
And gave thy fitful spirit rest : 
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Scoffers thou hadst not beard. 
Nor, then, towards guilt had veered, 
Nor had thy bosom, then, with toilsome guile been seared. 



Blest Innocence ! 
Preserve it in yoar hearts, ye youth : 

Banish from thence 
All that would steel the breast Against Truth ; 

Let nought thy feet entice 

To tread the paths of vice ; 
So shall this earth still prove a blissful paradise* 
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INNOCENCE. 



'^ But of the tree of the knowledge of good and cfil, thou shalt not 
eat of it;— " 

Genesis. 



When man was in the garden placed, 
Ilis form with youth and beauty graced^ 

So sacred records find, 
Adam received fair virtue's meed ; — 
Woman to bless him was decreed, 

The loveliest of her kind. 



In EdeB fair two trees them hloomti^ 
This was the sovrce of life, that doomed 

Its Totar J to the graTe : 
Thoa^ this was passing sweet to trj. 
That, too, was pleasant to the e je. 

And Eve to Adam ga^e. 



Bat, ah ! his miseries to uBTeil^ 
Far, far exceeds the poet's tale ; 

Man osly, now, can moam 
His state of happiness thus lost. 
His soul in changeful tronbles tossed. 

His bliss for e^er gone. 



So, new-born man is innocent 
As Adam when to Eden sent : — 

Pure are his hearths desires ; 
His ardent spirit soars above 
The trammels of an earthly love. 

And owns celestial fires. 
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But, TvheD of yice the man will taste, 

Farewell what's innocent and chaste, 

Though knowledge he may win : 

He finds, alas ! when His too late, . 
That penalties on pleasures wait. 
And death must follow sin. 



Mar not thy peace, nor make pretence 
To knowledge, but obedience, 

And look to Heaven for aid ; 
Those who abide by virtue's rules 
Have far more wisdom than th^ schools. 

Our ken is bitter made. 
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THE EYE OF LOVE. 



A SONG. 



Since His not Friendship's special care 

Those blemishes to find 
That envious spirits loud declare, 

They say that Love is blind. 



But when he scans the inmost heart, 
Concealed from general view, 

His glance is swift as winged dart, 
As penetrative too. 
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So ponverful is his piercing eye, 

So potent is its spell, 
Scarce should we hear lament or sigh. 

If all could see as well. 



Let us not then deory his state, 
But celebrate his powers : 

May he o'erwatch the woof of Fate, 
And may his gifts be ours. 
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SEPARATION. 



** May no distracting thoughts destroy 

The holy calm of sacred love ! 
May all the hours be winged with joy, 

Which hover faithful hearts above !'' 

Byron. 



The groves no more deUght, 
The meads no more are gay,- 

Nature no more is bright. 
Since Sylvia is away. 



My tongue must now be mute. 
My numbers else would tire,' 

Still is my harp and lute, 
Unstrung my tuneful lyre. 
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1 range the wildest heatb, 
I shun the haunts of men ; 

But never shall I wreathe 
Fresh flowers for her again. 



The rocky steep I climb, 
Some short relief to find ; 

But, in the scene sublime, 
Her image too I find. 



Yet never will appear 

That form, which chains the choice, 
Nor charm this ravished ear 

Her soft melodious voice. 



Listening, I shed a tear, 

When breathes some plaintive song. 
But never more shall hear 

Sweet accents from her tongue. 
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For she is gone from me, 
To brave the billowy brine, 

Far, o'er a stormy sea, 
From these fond arms of mine. 



Would I could follow too, 
The promised land to share ; 

But, strangers, though in view, 
Are not admitted there. 



But yet, methinks, I feel 
The joy within her breast ; 

This can my sorrows heal. 
This give my tumults rest. 



For still, this heart's warm glow 
Bespeaks her presence there ; 

Her joy is bliss to know, 
Her bliss is all my care. 
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Oh ! may no anxious thought 
Remain, to blench that joy ; 

But, may her days be fraught 
With love without alloy ! 



Rapt, may her spirit rise. 
In blessedness and peace, 

To realms beyond the skies, 
Where troubles ever cease ! 
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GOVERNMENT. 



As if a Pilot, that appears 
To sit still only, while he steers, 
And does not make a Noise and Stir, 
Like ev'ry common Mariner, 
Knew nothing of the Card, nor Star, 
And did not guide the Man o£ War : 

BUTLBR. 



A Peasant told a British tar. 
That he much wished to know, 

How they could guide the Man-of-War, 
When swift proceeds the prow. 



That's nothing strange the tar replies, 

The secret when you learn ; 
For when through waves she fastest plies, 

We steer her by the stern. 
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The rustic put his thumb t' his lip. 
Then said, I We hit the nail ; 

A man is like a plough or ship — 
He's governed by the tail. 
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TO A YOUNG LADY. 



When nature smiled in gayest green, 
Hebe once dressed in blue ; 

She seemed so slender, soft, and sheen, 
I thought it must be you. 



I scarce recovered from surprise 
At these enchanting traces, 

When, lo ! new scenes salute my eyes- 
I found you with the Graces. 



I blessed my stars to see the Three, 

And felt a sudden joy ; 
But, ah ! each bright divinity 

Had brought her Paphian boy. 
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Now, Lady fair, I beg of thee, 

In frolic should he riot, 
And play his roguish pranks too free. 

Pray keep your bantling quiet. 
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THE FADING ROSE. 



'' Cropped this fair Rose, and rifled all its iweetneif, 
Then cast it like a loathsome weed away." 

Smakbspbare* 



Ah ! Lovely Rose ! 

Thou sweetest of the bed ! 
Thy languor shows 
No stream of joy now flows, 
No rill of soft repose, 

Within thy breast, to raise thy drooping head. 



276 THE FADING ROSE. 

For thou art torn 

From thy serene retreat : — 
No more the morn 
Thy beauty will adorn ; 
Of all thy glories shorn, 

Regretful sense no more thy place will greet. 



The amorous bee, 

Winging the buoyant air, 
In vain for thee 
From other flowers will flee, 
No vestige can he see 

Of thy loved presence, to reward his care. 



Young zephyrs bland, 

Like sighs of lovers warm. 
Wooing the land 
With sweets from Florals hand. 
Thy early bloom have fanned. 

But now, must sigh a requiem to thy foroi* 
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The balmy glow 

That played upon thy cheek, 
Drew forth the foe ; 
Whose loves no limit know^ 
Whose pleasures laid thee low^ 

And whose fierce joy swept as the tempest bleak. 



Could not the tear 

Which shone like pearly dew, 
To virtue dear, 
Plead from a brow so clear, 
And nature cry " Forbear ?" 

Ah ! no, the spoiler^s heart no mercy knew. 



Thy early bloom, 

Alas ! was soon to fade : 
Thy fated doom 
Sheds o^er sensation gloom 
Drear as the silent tomb ; 

And pity still attend thee to the shade. 
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Yet, though thy fate 

All earthly aid defies, 
Thy future state, 
Methinks, new hopes await— ^ 
Released and uncreate. 

Thy fragrant spirit. mingling with the skies. 
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THE RAVEN. 



Hark ! War uplifts the sounding spear, 

And Vengeance drives her blood-stained car ; 

The wild discordant clang I hear, 
And smell the carnage from afar. 



Ye fleecy flocks, ye glebes of grain, 

I love you not, nor Law's bright shield ; 

I haste to quit the peaceful plain, 
*' The Raven's joy 's the gory field :" 



This is the food for which I pine, 
I greet the hot cadaverous hill ; 

Where crested brows with glory shine, 
I tear the flesh and take my fill. 
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Then stay me not, ye men of Peace, 
Let my voracious flight be free ; 

Were raging feuds and hate to cease^ 
Though bliss to you^ Hwere death to me. 
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THE CATALOGUE. 



"OPador! O Pietas!"^ 

Mart. 



What's this I see — a Regal Robe ! 
It is, and to be sold, by Job ! 
Here's the whole costume coronation, 
When some were in, some out of station, 
Elastic trowsers too, I tow. 
Just like the body, formed to bow. 
Adzooks ! a girdle Hanoverian, 
Of puissant princes a criterion ; 

N N 
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And Alexander's ermined green 
Surtouty to pay his scot, I ween. 
Here hangs a cloak, which, by its grace. 
Reminds one of those garish days. 
When wizard Walter raised the grades 
To hail their monarch in their plaids. 
Lo ! mantles, aigrettes, silver tissue. 
Are with plain decencies at issue. — 

courtly glories, where canst hide. 
Too weighty grown with kings t* abide ! 
Since these first blushed few years have run — 
The downward race is scarce begun — 

Yet now they shew as idle relics 
Of poor denuded George and Alec's. — 
Methinks the auctioneer must stammer 
To see such things beneath his hammer : 
Sure every loyal heart is daunted 
To hear the kingly vestments canted. 

1 marvel, when he knocks the cap 

And Cambrian plume down, where H may hap ! 
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This, and the lofty io P:eaiis, 

Will suit our smutty, smudged plebeians, 

Who are for grandeur qualified, 

By outward praise and inward pride : 

For see ! the castle and the steeple 

Are sinking 'neath the sovereign people; 

And England's crown, and eke the mitre, 

Are cowering to this bristling biter. 

So our free gifts and flaming light 

We best dispand by shewing fight ; 

And he who most illumined is, 

To Und his mettle cannot miss : 

Our intellects are sure to brighten 

If we can lords and commons frighten. 

He who in politics would dabble, 

Must try to please the rampant rabble; 

Obsequiously must court the smiles 

Of Billingsgate and grim Saint Giles, 

Or else he Ml meet with roguish rubs 

From paltry knaves and dirty scrubs ; 
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And, if he would the top become, 
Should mix discretely with the scum : 
For those who live upon the rates 
Can furnish saucy delegates ; 
And every stew and common gaol 
Propounds new laws 'bout gin and ale : 
Perchance some stokers of dissension 
May form a national convention. 
And then dispose of the regalia, 
With all our boasted paraphernalia. 
The ^^ multitude" no more are cattle. 
Since they can read about a battle ; 
For mobs are great as well as right, 
When they can put e'en kings to flight. 
Honour, it seems, must now turn out. 
To make way for the dinging rout : 
Old things are wheeling topsy turvy. 
And yield to maxims base and scurvy : 
Wisdom and law have no dominion. 
But all must bend to rude opinion : 
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The common herd have learnt to scrawl 

Their suffrages against the wall. 

And these full oft accelerate 

The ponderous engine of the state. 

Not to our terraces but dormers 

We cast about for fast reformers : 

For, now *^ the schoolmaster's abroad/' 

He gravels every puny lord ; 

He puts them all in ^^ nomination/* 

And then proceeds to flagellation : 

As oft he plies these broom y feats, 

No wonder that they lose their " seats." 

Once fadging folk regarded station, 

But all now sigh for degradation ; 

No dexter point can rank adorn, 

" The age of chivalry is gone." 

Yet it must be a wretched job 

To be the leader of a mob ; — 

To cringe, submiss, for popularity, 

And fawning crouch to mean vulgarity. 



286 THE CATALOGUE. 



O vile ambitioD^ thine *8 the curse 

Of the redoubted Sisyphus : 

Rather thou this, << IM be a toad/' 

And feed upon the dustman's load : 

Since to submit to rule we must. 

Let us have that which we can trust :. 

Better to yield to great aspirants 

Than be a slave to petty tyrants : 

The ugliest form of tyranny 

Appears in low democracy. 

How can we look for virtuous fires 

In men immersed in base desires ! 

They who now laud the people most 

Are counting up without their host ; 

Much as they chuckle at dexterity 

Which costs them nothing but their verity. 

Oh ! how I hate the wily cant * 

That truckles to the rebel-rant, 

And recklessly viould plunge the natioi\ 

Into th' abyss of desperation ! 
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We want not shifting politics, 
But on some moral good to fix ; 
And that reform accords with sense 
Which tallies with benevolence. 
Our church and state are not ^'intended 
For nothing else than to be mended *': 
In our just laws we have assurance, 
Both from their excellence and endurance. 
The wisest rules by knaves are spurned, 
When subject to be overturned : 
Once take away prescription's force. 
Justice is turbid at its source ; 
Passion pours in its restless strife. 
And troubles all the springs of life ; 
'Til some strong despot's fierce ambition 
Repels the tide of opposition : 
(For, as extremes at last will meet. 
And contraries each other greet ; 
So, license, grown too sharp and rude, 
Is slavery and servitude) : 
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Subjects then find presumption *s vain, 
And Freedom's work begins again ; 
The regal robe again revered, 
The law is reverenced and feared. 
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NAPOLEON. 



ADDITIONAL STANZAS.* 



His puissant acts, 'midst ragefui war, 

A legislator own ; 
Witness, his base of civil law — 

His " Code Napoleon." 

Two empresses at once are seen 

The partners of his state ; 
And much extolled was Josephine, 

For France repudiate : 

For Austria's virgin princess now, 

His fortunes deigns to share. 
And plight to him the nuptial vow. 

Since France desired an heir. 

* To follow the words ** bowed the holy see/' p. 218. 

o O 
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No lordly Uncage here had lent 

Aid to his ardent plea ; 
His lofty fame — her high descent — 

Produced " Equality.'* 

Thus, with a soldier's zeal, he swept 

His hot impetuous race ; 
And exaltation still had kept 

With bold achievements pace. 

His laureled brows seemed formed to please 

This empress, whom he won ; 
And faithful was Marie-Louise — 

She lived for him alone. 



F I N I S, 



CO WELL, PRINTER, IPSWICH. 
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